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The New Year

Ogden Nash has b e c o m e
famous for his nonsense verse, a
distinction which in our judgment entitles him to rank among
1 the prime benefactors of mankind in our generation. (Writers
T of nonsense prose are another
,. story. They incline toward politics, advertising, and popular
• psychology and ought to be on
any right-thinking citizen's little
list of people who never would
" be missed.) But set down smack
in the middle of a collection of
Nash's whimsical verse is a little
stanza which we consider one of
the most perfect examples we
have ever encountered of the
~ poetic art and which, moreover,
says everything that we consider
" appropriate at the beginning of
a new year. Here it is:

When I consider bygone days,
I think how evening follows morn.
So many I loved were not yet dead,
So many I love were not yet born.

The midpoint of a lifetime, we
have found, is a time when the
heart and the mind find it difficult to distinguish between the
living and the dead. In our own
case, a greater percentage of the
closest friends of our childhood
and young manhood are dead
than are living. And yet life, and
love, and friendship endure. Nor
is it merely a matter of replacing the dead with the living.
The "cloud of witnesses," unseen and unheard, which surrounds us is as real as, perhaps
more real than, the faces and
forms that hurry past us on the
sidewalk. But in that cloud, the
living and the dead are so
thoroughly mixed in with each
other that death seems to be
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more of a word than an actuality.
At the beginning of a year,
therefore, we stand prepared for
the only thing that we have
found certain in this life, and
that is change. "Change and
decay"-yes. But also change and
flowering. In the summertime of
our own life, we stand midway
between the autumn of a generation to which we are indebted for most of what makes
our life worthwhile and the
springtime of a generation whose
lives it is our privilege to bless.
And while all of this undoubtedly sounds as corny as a commencement address, it is nevertheless a rare and blessed experience to stand thus between
the beloved dead and the beloved young. We have no resolutions for 1955 except to stand
there under God, with one hand
reaching toward the past and
the other toward the future, a
link between those whom we
have loved and those whom we
love.
~

Footnote to History
One need not be a jingoistic
nationalist to recognize, as 1955
dawns, that the new year finds
our own country blessed as
never before in its history, and

blessed above all other nations
in the things that are measurable. And just because we are
rich, there is a formidable temp- •
tation to forget Him who gives
and takes away and an equally
great temptation to forget that
mankind as a whole is still a
long way from solving problems
which, for us, have almost ,. ,
ceased to be real problems.
In our reading recently we
came across a very sobering commentary written by our editor
in a publication which is dis- ~
tributed periodically among the ,.
clergy of his church. We acknowledge the courtesy of the
department of university relations of Valparaiso University in

J
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permitting us to quote it at ..
length here.
,
"Sometimes I wonder," Dr.
Kretzmann writes, "if some of
us have not been touched too
much with the prevailing notion
that our world of science and
technology has made tremendous progress, and that the human race is better off today than
it has ever been. This is only
partially and spottily true. It
should be noted again and again
that our worldwide economy is
still far below anything that \would be the cause for rejoicing.
"In a foreign journal I noted
with something akin to dismay
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that 'developed, semi-developed,
and under-developed r e g i o n s
contain respectively one-fifth,
less than one-sixth, and twothirds of the world's population.
The average per capita income
of the first group is $461.00; that
of the second $154.00; and of
the third, forty-one U.S. dolIars.' Two-thirds of the world's
population is still weighed down
with death, sickness and ignorance. Many of them live like
hunted beasts. Life, health, and
the disposition to knowledge are
cruelly measured by U.S. standal:ds. ~he life expectancy at
birth-stxty or more years in the
United States, Germany, and the
U_nited Kingdom-is about thirtymne years for Brazil, thirtyseven for Mexico, and twentyseven for India. The infant
mortality rate in India is one
hundred and thirty-six out of
every thousand; one hundred
forty-one in Ceylon; one hundred fifty-three in Egypt; and
one hundred sixty in Chile.
Three hundred out of every
thousand deaths in India and
the Philippines result from
tuberculosis. In China and Indonesia the rate is four hundred
and fifty per thousand. More
than seventy-five percent of the
inhabitants of Turkey, Egypt,
and India are illiterate. In Mexi-
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co, Peru, Venezuela and Brazil
the illiteracy rate is more than
fifty p e r c e n t. Approximately
two-thirds of the world's population lives in constant dread of
hunger. Forty percent of the socalled free world consumes two
thousand calories a day, which is
twenty percent less than the
minimum of two thousand five
hundred and fifty."
It is against the background of
such a world-a world so needful
of the barest necessities of lifethat we must assess the full
tragedy of multi-billion-dollar
expeditures, on both sides of the
Iron Curtain, on instruments
designed for the destruction of
life. We could have peace if the
great powers of the earth, instead of looking inward toward
their fears and their dark suspicions, would look outward toward the sick and hungry nations of Asia and Africa and
L a t i n A m e r i c a. There are
greater battles to be fought than
battles against each other and
there are greater victories to be
won than the Pyrrhic victories of
atomic warfare. But where there
is no vision, the people perish.
And there can be no vision so
long as we willingly wear the
blinders of hate and suspicion
and fear.
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President and Congress
The political cartoon in one
of the November issues of Punch
the British humorous weekly:
showed President Eisenhower
sitting dejectedly in the majestic
loneliness of the presidential
chair with an iron cage, in the
shape of the Capitol dome, confining him. A pennant flying
from the top of the dome was
labeled, "A Democratic Congress," and the cartoon caption
read: "The Man in the Iron
Mask."
It seems to us that this cartoon
is another revealing example of
the difficulties Americans and
Englishmen, whose institutions
are otherwise so similar, have in
appreciating the subtle differences between their systems of
government. Even if it could be
constitutionally arranged, a Conservative prime mmtster attempting to work with a Laborite majority in Parliament would
be unthinkable to Englishmen
where the whole power of the
executive office derives from
parliamentary confidence a n d
where the two major parties
stand for very different philosophies and programs of government. But we have a rather different arrangement in our
country.
It is true that a president

usually finds it easier to work
members of his own party
m the Congress. This assumes,
of course, that his party is itself
unified in its philosophy and
program and that his party's
leaders in the Congress are at
least basically loyal to him.
Where this is not the case, as it
certainly was not in the last
Congress, the president may be
in no worse position with opposition control of the Congress
than he was when his own
party held nominal control.
The late McCarthy's Elbow
session of the Senate proved,
quite unintentionally, reassuring
to those of us who had had our
misgivings about teaming up the
elephant and the mule for the
work of the coming two years.
Whatever other problems the
President m a y encounter in
working with a politically hostile
Congress, he will at least be
dealing with a majority leader
and with committee chairmen
who are in open opposition to
him. This should prove more
comfortable than his recent experiences of trying to effectuate
his policies through a majority
leader who has tried his best to
discredit them.
~ith

Incidentally, that same majority leader (Senator Knowland)
is the man who put heavy pres-
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sure upon three of his reluctant
party colleagues to accept their
unwelcome assignments to the
McCarthy investigating committee and then, when they brought
in their report, voted to reject
their recommendations.

Sobering Picture

In his summary of a lengthy
and carefully documented New
York Times article on the relative emphasis upon scientific
and technical training in the
, United States and the USSR,
Benjamin Fine observes that
"the United States is not educating a sufficient number of
scientists, engineers, and technical personnel. The Soviet world
is bending all its energies to win
or the race for technological su• premacy." In statistical terms,
the situation at the moment is
-f
that we have about five hundred
thousand engineers and two
hundred thousand other scientists while the USSR has about
.., four hundred thousand engineers and one hundred and fifty
-1
thousand other scientists. But, as
Dr. John R. Dunning, Dean of
Columbia's School of Engineer~
ing, points out, the USSR is producing engineers and scientists,
"' of quality at least comparable to
our own, at a much faster rate
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than we are. In just a few years,
our present slight advantage will
have been wiped out and the
Russians will be at a constantly
growing advantage.
Educators who were interviewed by Mr. Fine mentioned
two factors in particular as being largely responsible for our
failure to keep pace with Soviet
technical education. Q u o t i n g
Mr. Fine,
The problem of greatest concern to
the engineering and scientific professions at the present time is that of the
secondary schools. Scientists are worried about the quality and quantity of
mathematical and scientific instruction that the high school students receive. Under present conditions, instruction must, in many instances, be
entrusted to teachers who have had
little or no training in mathematics
and science. The loss is obvious. Pupils
who are qualified to consider these
professions get neither the inspiration
nor motivation necessary. Those already interested fail too often to get
the basic training prerequisite to successful professional study.

The second factor responsible
for our failure derives from our
stubborn insistence that there is
something "undemocratic" about
assigning d i f £ e r e n t kinds of
young men to different kinds of
service in the nation's defense.
Whereas, in the USSR, "virtually all engineering schools offer
five-year deferments, and sometimes even exemptions from military service," in our own country "graduate education is hav-
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ing difficulty retammg students
because of local draft board
policies in some parts of the
country."
There are other factors that
also play into the situation, such
as the draining off of teachers in
engineering and science into the
better paid industrial jobs and
the misuse of men with graduate
degrees in jobs which could be
handled just as well by less
highly trained technicians. The
important thing at the moment,
though, is to understand clearly
that, whatever the reasons, we
are losing a race which may be,
in the long run, at least as critical as any armaments or manpower race.
~

Rather a Plumber
One significant clue to the
reason why young men do not
choose to go into scientific fields
may have been suggested by Dr.
Albert Einstein in his nowfamous letter to the editor of
The Reporter magazine, the letter in which he remarked that if
he could be a young man again
he would not try to be a scientist or scholar or teacher but
rather a plumber or a peddler.
Commenting on this letter, the
editors of The New Yorker
showed a disposition to pass it

off as the sort of grousing any
creative person is likely to fall
into from time to time when he '"
compares his own 'round-the- .,.
clock wrestlings with the imponderables with the undemanding eight-to-five routine of the
clerk or the hourly wage earner.
And perhaps they are right. ~
There probably isn't a preacher ;.
or a teacher or a corporation
executive or a lawyer or a doctor "in the country who hasn't at
some time or the other half
made up his mind to chuck the !whole job and go into a factory
I
where nothing more would be
demanded of him than that he
insert Bolt No. 4 into Hole No.
8 from 8:00 a.m. until 5:00 p.m.
five days a week with Saturdays
and Sundays free to romp with
the kids or play around in the
yard.
But we suspect that there is
something more to it in the case
of Dr. Einstein. He can hardly
help knowing that he has made
outstanding contributions to human knowledge and, thus, to
human welfare. And while it
may be presumed that he did so
without expectation of reward,
it may also be presumed that he
did so without expectation that
his life and work would type him
as a person half ludicrous and
half sinister, a person whose

,,
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genius is to be freely exploited
but whose convictions are to be
dismissed as the goofy ideas of
a (censored) egghead.
The young man who is at all
aware of the temper of our times
looks about him and sees what
we as a people think and say
about our scholars and scientists
and teachers; and if he is at all
perceptive, at all concerned for
the confidence and approval of
his fellows, he is bound to hesitate to enter fields which, in addition to being underpaid, almost automatically stamp him
as a pinko, or an egghead, or
something e q u a 11 y objectionable. He may prefer to become
a plumber and enjoy the status
of a "regular fellow" to becoming a professor and, thus, an
object of general suspicion or
amused indulgence.

The Old Evil Foe
When one surveys the long
and turbulent history of Christianity, one is impressed over
and over by the fact that its
most persistent, most engaging,
and most dangerous enemy has
been not man's reason, not man's
wickedness, not even man's in-
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difference, but that something
inside man which makes him
grope after a god and which
eventuates in his invention of a
religion. Let's say that again,
more briefly and more clearly:
the old evil foe of Christianity
has been Religion.
Nothing in recent years lends
weightier substantiation to this
statement than the curious musings and writings of Mr. Arnold
Toynbee. Mr. Toynbee is a profoundly religious man, a historian who "finds civilizations
past and present significant insofar as they minister to the
higher religions, which are the
end of human existence." (Dr.
Russell Kirk in Sheed and
Ward's Own Trumpet.) Indeed,
Mr. Toynbee has gone so far as
to compose a litany to the god
who has ostensibly revealed himself in such diverse incarnations
as Osiris and Tammuz and
Adonis and Jesus Christ. It's a
real pretty thing but it makes
about as much sense as did the
man who sent each of four girls
a Valentine inscribed: "To My
Only Beloved."
We are reluctant to instruct
a man so obviously more learned
than ourself. But it is necessary
that someone who is a Christian, but not particularly re-
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ligious, explain to Mr. Toynbee
the difference between Christianity and religion and, despite an overwhelming awareness of our inadequacy, we will
attempt to do that.
Religion, as Mr. Toynbee apparently understands it, is something like marriage- a great
and wonderful thing without
which life cannot be happily and
purpose f u 11 y lived, without
which indeed life for most
people cannot be even minimally
healthy. So Mr. Toynbee wants
very much to get married but he
finds himself equally drawn to
four eligible young ladies, each
of them singularly attractive but
each, at the moment, insistent
upon a monogamous union.
How to resolve this problem?
How to enjoy marriage without
having to swear permanent and
exclusive loyalty to only one of
the four lovely ladies? Synthesis,
Mr. Toynbee says, is the answer.
Let the four merge into one,
each bringing to this new creature her noblest characteristics.
Contrast with Mr. Toynbee's
dilemma the experience of the
irreligious Christian, this writer
or yourself. Sticking with the
marriage simile, this Christian of
ours is, by inclination, a confirmed bachelor. Marriage, as an
institution, holds no particular

CRESSET

charms for him although he may
be willing to concede that it has
its social uses. But then this c""
character falls in love, really in
love-not with an institution or •
a way of life but with a Person,
and so much so that he is willing even to accept marriage
(which, in the abstract, he still
detests) if that is the only way
to avoid being separated from "'
the Beloved Person.
Abandoning the simile then,
it comes down to something like
this: Christianity is not a set of
precepts and moral teachings
and ideas to be compared or
contrasted with other sets of precepts and moral teachings and
ideas. It is not an institution or
a system or even an intellectual
formulation of the nature of
God. It is an encounter, a falling
in love with a living, speaking
Person. Religion, like marriage,
comes later when, for example,
we learn that the Beloved Person will not forgive us unless we
forgive those who have offended
us and we, unable to contemplate life without Him, do what
He asks of us so that we may
not be separated from Him.
Mr. Toynbee strikes us at
times as being too religious to
be a Christian. If it could only
be arranged for him to fall into
some very grievous sin, there
might be hope for his soul.
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but I am not so sure, in this
case, we have retained all of the
good features of that wonderful
all-purpose appliance, the kitchen
coal stove.

In the December issues of a
... number of magazines, the Webster dictionary people advertised
J.
their new world edition with a
>-- picture of an elderly lady working over an old kitchen coal
stove. The caption read, "How
dated is your dictionary?" This
.>,
same photograph was used by
Procter & Gamble in their house
magazine a few months back.
"!
Their caption read, "You would.., n't remember.. ." Both used the
picture for about the same pur-;
pose, to show how much we
.. have advanced in the past few
decades.

This picture was taken, undoubtedly, around the turn of
the century, because the Grandmother in the picture actually
looks as if she were someone's
Grandmother. In most modern
advertising featuring Grandmothers of years ago, the model
has only dressed as Grandmother did and relied on cosmetics to add lines around the
cheeks and eyes, hoping that the
cosmetics, plus the gray wig will
give her the proper appearance.
Not this lady; she is the real
thing. Even her hands are the
hands of one who has worked
over non-electrical appliances.
And the natural lines on her

~

My a n s w e r to Procter &
" Gamble is that I do remember,
and my reply to the Websters is
that I'm willing to admit we
• have advanced, particularly in
the area of household appliances,

9
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face provide a character study of
patience and kindness.
It was a posed picture, of
course, because Grandma is
wearing, over her ankle-length
dress, a white apron with about
six inches of lace at the bottom.
There isn't a spot on it. Also she
has on a white collar and a white
jabot. These are pinned together
at the neck with what appears
to be a cameo brooch. So the
picture had to be posed, for no
Grandmother ever w o r k e d
around a coal stove dressed in
that fashion. But nothing else is
faked . Even the pot holder she
is holding in her left hand is a
home-made and rather makeshift piece of material that saw
everyday use around the stove.
Grandma is kneeling in front
of the opened oven door of the
stove. Inside the oven, on the
top rack, rests a piece of beef
that must weigh at least twenty
five pounds. Again, this is a clue
that the picture was taken at
least fifty years ago, for even
with modern advertising budgets
in the millions, no agency is going to pay current beef prices
for something that is only a
prop. This beef is done perfectly, with a crust on the outside,
but with an inside, I'm sure,
still juicy and pink. On the
lower rack, in a huge pan, is a

turkey, also beautifully done.
Grandmother is basting it with
a large spoon.
On the top of the stove is a
speckled granite pan, contents
unknown, a tea kettle, two pans
containing bread fresh from the
oven, and, off to one side, a coffee pot. The doors on the comLination pan-storing space and
warming oven above the stove
are open, but only the handle of
one pan is visible.
The stove itself is the center
of interest in the picture. What
a stove! It may not be the same
make we had at home when I
was growing up, but it is as
nearly like it as it could be.
From what I can make out of
the brand name, it is a Home
Comfort, an old name in stoves.
You may have seen one. If you
haven't, I don't suppose my description of it will help much.
Anyway, on the left hand side is
a door for coal, an opening to
furnish draft, and a door for the
ash box. This model has six lids
on top and an iron grill on the
side for extra storage space. The
&rove pipe runs up the back and
through the pan storage space,
The oven is located to the side
of the fire box.
It is not a fancy stove. The
coal door has a design on it,
'"d the oven doot (hidden in

""

~

,..
"'
...
"

... '
,._
~

A

,._
.., . . .
e-

...

-4
I

'~'"

•
~

" I
\.
'r

'

I

jANUARY

e-;

the picture because the door is
open) will surely have something
• a little fancy on it, but otherwise the stove stands there as a
rather ugly piece of equipment.
, It is ugly, however, only unless
you know that stoves could have
character, and that they were
~ not required to be beautiful.

I am not advocating a return
to the old coal stove; I know
~ when I'm licked. I do feel this
iron relic should be remembered
with a great deal of respect for
.. it was by far the most versatile
~
appliance e v e r placed in a
kitchen. When you realize it has
• » taken at least five electrical or
gas appliances to replace it, you
have an idea how versatile it
was.
Of course the primary purpose of the stove was to cook
food. How anyone could cook
on them successfully, I still don't
know, but I've eaten some
wonderful meals prepared in
and on them. My Mother and
Grandmother could cook for any
number that could fit around a
large dining room table and
have the meal come out perfectly. It was always a meal of variety, yet the only way to regulate the temperature was to
move the pots and pans from
hotter to cooler places on the
stove top. Despite what seems
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now a primitive approach to
cooking, the food always tasted
delicious. While some foods were
cooking on top of the stove,
other things were being baked
in the oven. The same heat
served both purposes. The oven
had no regulator, but bread and
cake came out of it looking as
perfect as the pictures in a cook
book.
When I go through a modern
cook book and note the stress
placed on timing food at a certain temperature, I wonder how
they used to do it. Nowadays, a
bride who has never cooked before can turn out a good meal on
a modern stove just by following
the directions in a cook book.
Fifty years ago, a bride must
have been a finished cook before
she was married, or surely, if she
weren't, the sight of that unregulated iron monster in the
kitchen must have scared the
wits right out of her.
Another purpose of the
kitchen stove was to heat the
kitchen and the areas adjacent.
And it did. The heat was not
dis ~ributed as evenly as we have
since come to expect it, but it
heated the kitchen in a hurry on
cold mornings. I was too young,
fortunately, to be assigned the
chore of starting the fire. I
would lie in bed for a few min-

12
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u tes after hearing the fire made
below and then I would dash
down the stairs and through the
icy house to the warmth of the
kitchen. Heat came from the
open oven door and one didn't
have to stand there long before
one's goose pimples b e c a m e
warm skin.
Under these circumstances,
the kitchen became a dressing
room for the children. In fact,
when stoves elsewhere were not
lighted, the kitchen stove was
the center of most activity in the
home. It is true the stove threw
out too much heat in the summer when it was needed for
cooking, yet our cellar was filled
with quart jars of preserved
fruits and vegetables which my
Mother and Grandmother had
preserved in the hottest month
of the year.
But in the wintertime, the
heat from the stove was a very
pleasant heat. Coming in from
the cold out of doors, one was
hit by a blast of hot air as he
stepped into the room. On a
really cold day, the sides and top
of the stove were turned to varying shades of pink or red by the
heat from the burning coal.
Often you could notice a slight
odor of singed oil cloth if the
table had been placed too close
to the stove. One advantage the

stove had on a cold day; it was
ideal for warming one's hands.
Modern heating systems are not
meant, particularly, for warming hands.

J
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Quite often the stove was used
as a clothes drier. Wet clothes
either were draped over chairs
placed in front of the stove, or •
they were suspended from lines
hung over the stove. Regardless
of whether the weather was cold r
or damp, clothes dried quickly
in this manner. I don't know
how it was possible to dry •
clothes for a large family under
this system, but apparently it
worked all right.
The kitchen stove was used
also to heat water, if not by
pipes, then by large kettles and
a tea kettle on the top of the
stove. This was not only hot
water for dishes and other
kitchen uses, it was also hot
water for baths. It must have
been very laborious to keep a
supply of hot water, but it was
always available, it seemed to
me. It was most needed when
baths were in order. In those
days, I fit quite well into a tin
tub. The tub was placed in front
of the open over door and it was
filled with what always felt like
boiling water. This is one of the
least pleasant recollections I have
of the kitchen stove. I suppose
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it was necessary to start with
water that hot, because it cooled
rapidly on the side away from
the stove. The only other water
available would be directly from
the pump and that would be ice
cold.

.,

I
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Then the kitchen stove was
used to heat irons. These flat
irons had detachable handles
and when ironing was going on,
several would be heating on the
stove while one was in use.
When that one became too cool,
it was placed back on the stove
lid and another one would be
picked up with the handle.
Again, no regulator kept the
iron's temperature at an even
heat and, I suppose, one took a
chance and ironed silk and wool
with the same hot iron. I do remember a very pleasant odor of
hot iron on material-something
just this side of scorching-that
filled the kitchen during ironing
sessions.
A number of appliances have
been required to replace the
kitchen stove. These include the
gas or electric stove, the furnace,
the clothes drier, the hot water
heater, and the electric iron. In
most cases, each of these appliances does a better and more efficient job than the stove did.
But think of the cost of these
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appliances in comparison to the
cost of a cast iron stove.
I am not convinced that all of
these appliances have replaced
the stove completely. The kitchen
stove had a certain status. It
was the center of the winter's
<J.ctivity. In the evening all of us
gathered in the kitchen because
it was the warmest place to be.
It was a wonderful way to keep
everyone together, and those
who are directly concerned with
preventing juvenile delinquency
and the break up of the family
unit might well consider the advantages of the stove as a device
to keep the family together.
Viewed objectively, the stove
was not attractive, but neither
are all of one's friends. We loved
the stove just the same and
looked upon it, perhaps unknowingly, as a family friend. It was,
in its way, a symbol of warmth
and unity. So many of our
modern furnaces require electricity in some phase of their
operation that we are at the
mercy of the public service companies, who in turn are at the
mercy of the elements. An ice
storm can turn off our heat. The
sight of filled coal buckets and
a stack of kindling beside the
stove gave one a feeling of security. Come what may in the
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form of weather, there would be
heat in the kitchen.
I am not a psychologist, nor
do I try to interpret the reasons
behind various forms of human
behavior, but I have noticed one
indication that we might all miss
the kitchen stove more than we
think. Whenever a group gathers
of an evening in someone's
home, no matter what the occasion for the gathering, before
the evening is over, most everyone is in the kitchen. The food
is there of course, but you can't
eat all night. We must gravitate
to the kitchen for another reason.
The modern kitchen is attractive in a certain sense, but it
is too antiseptic in appearance,
all gleaming white enamel, to
make a group feel at home. Most
of our ancestors gathered around
a kitchen stove or fireplace and
it appears quite possible to me
that, when we gather in our
modern kitchens, we are returning, unconsciously, and, perhaps,
symbolically to the kitchen stove.
At any rate, years ago the
kitchen was the place where
everyone congregated. Even with
stoves lighted elsewhere in the
house, the kitchen still was the
best place to get together. One
could be sure coffee was available, no matter what the hour,
for the coffee pot stayed on the

stove. For much of the day it
was away from the highest heat
so that it would not boil constantly, yet would remain warm.
Water and coffee grounds were
added when needed. It wasn't
bad coffee, considering.
The kitchen stove also offered
services which are no longer required. The most pleasant of
these was the heating of the bed
warmer. An hour before bed
time, building b r i c k s were
placed in the oven. When it was
time to I eave the pleasant
warmth of the kitchen, a brick
was pulled out and wrapped in
flannel. Then we ran to the bedroom with the hot brick and
placed it toward the bottom of
the bed. What a wonderful sensation to stretch out slowly and
feel, at last, the warmth from the
heated flannel. No one has yet
come up with a modern appliance-and I am including the
electric sheet and blanket-that
can match, for sheer pleasure, the
feeling of a hot brick in a cold
bed.
The kitchen stove had disadvantages. It was hot in summer and the person who had to
make and light the fire on a cold
morning in a cold kitchen did
not find it enjoyable. It has been
gone now for many years, and I
don't think I have heard of any-
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one replacing a modern stove
with a coal stove, so its advantages may not have been so
many as I seem to think. Do I
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want a coal stove in my kitchen?
No, thank you. I prefer to continue to think of it, warmly,
with respect, and from a distance.

THE CITIES OF MEN

.

I have sat among the mountain tops
inhaling pale blue morning
watching the air grow purple
then golden in the slant of sun
the trees waken and the birds with them
and my heart with it all
By choice did I leave this
by choice did I go into the deep valley
out of the sun into the oppressive air
among the cities of men

)
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Color is even in the depths of the sea
for the sun reaches there as well
but heavy with a load of wonder
a metaphysical nerve throbbing
the brain cells pleading for extinction
Not by choice but a magnetic pull
but I would not return away, would not
for the soul would never be clean again
though the sun broke to its core
and it would be lonely forever
knowing now the cities are there

•
..

-JUDSON CREWS

American Fiction and Man
BY JoHN MILTON
Department of En glish, Augsburg College

At the turn of the present
century Frank Norris, a major
American novelist, told us about
a man named McTeague. This
man was a dentist of sorts, a
huge man with an animal-like
desire for the pretty girl in his
professional care, with an animal-like appetite in his belly,
and with a savage instinct to
fight and kill. McTeague was
almost literally a beast.

s o m e w h a t animal-like themselves, were good. Like Studs
Lanigan they were manipulated
by their society, exploited and
beaten (this time) by social
classes higher than their own.
But, unlike Studs, the Joads are
not completely defeated. At the
end of their story they have not
noticeably improved their situation, but they are still struggling. Evidently man has a capacity for something, if only to
keep fighting for his existence
and possibly his rights.

This concept of man was
softened (some might say improved) in a later naturalistic
writer, James Farrell, who told
us about a misguided Chicago
boy, Studs Lanigan. Studs might
have been a good man, but he
was shaped by his environment,
pushed around by his environment, and finally killed by it.
Man is no longer a beast at this
time, but he is a helpless victim
of his world.

And now what of man in
1954? Outside the world of fiction he has conquered the
world's highest mountain and
run the world's fastest mile. It
might seem that man can do
anything, that he is supreme.
Even our major novelists seem to
be leaving the despair of the
twenties and the thirties and
forties behind them and, instead,
are proclaiming with some kind
of optimism the courage and
durability of man.

Still later another naturalistic
novelist, John Steinbeck, told us
about an Oklahoma family, the
Joads. These people, although
crude and u n e d u c a t e d and

It is interesting to note that

16

w

f-

-,.

(. .

jANUARY

the fiction which currently heads
the New York Times best seller
• list is merely nice, and interesting, fiction. There is little meat
in it. And the non-fiction leader,
-. The Power of Positive Thinking
(which has been on the list for
over two years now), reflects a
., certain willingness on the part of
the reading public to be taken in
--1
by easy solutions, by comforting
, pats on the collective head. We
know, however, that popularity
does not always indicate the
worth of a book. The three
novels which I consider the best
of the past year, although they
too have been on the best seller
list, are technically superior.
They also h a v e a common
theme.

l iol

These three novels are Hemingway's The Old Man and the
Sea (published two years ago,
but considered here because the
1954 Nobel Prize was given to
Hemingway "officially" for this
work), Faulkner's A Fable, and
Frederick Manfred's Lord Grizzly. Manfred's novel has not become well known in serious
circles yet because unfortunately
(for the public, not the book) it
has been labeled a "western."
This does not keep it from being
one of the outstanding novels of
the year.
These novels are different in
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technique. Lord Grizzly is starkly realistic but at the same time
poetic. The Old Man and the
Sea is realistic, objective, but
symbolic. And A Fable is high ly
subjective and complexly symbolic. The main theme of each
seems, however, to be the same:
Man is unconquerable .
Hemingway's man is an Old
Cuban fisherman, Santiago, who
had not caught a single fish for
eighty-four days. His helper, a
boy, had left him after the fortieth fishless day. On the eightyfifth day Santiago, alone and far
out to sea, hooked the biggest
marlin he had ever seen. For two
days and two nights (of horribly
hard wark, and without sleep)
the frail old man fought the
marlin and then when the fish
was secured to his boat fought
the sharks that came to eat of
the marlin. When he finally returned to the harbor and the
beach, the marlin had been
stripped of its flesh and only the
skeleton remained.
Told in this terse fashion the
story is a tragic adventure. The
old man tries hard but is defeated by nature and by circumstances. However, the boy comes
back to Santiago and worships
him for the effort, for the endurance which the old man had
displayed. And Santiago sleeps
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and dreams of lions. On another
level, therefore, Santiago's performance is symbolic of the end u r a n c e, the unconquerable
spirit of man. From apparent defeat and disaster man wrenches
a victory. Man is somehow unbeatable.
Faulkner writes about Man
with a capital M (whereas Hemingway has stated that he writes
about only the man with a small
m) and it is difficult to decide
just who is the chief character of
A Fable. The elaborate symbolism of this novel crisscrosses so
many times that it is also difficult to decide which level of the
plot or situation is the main one.
Basically, a mysterious corporal
in World War I recruits twelve
soldier-followers and stages a
mutiny in an attempt to halt the
war. The events and the characters all have a Biblical parallel
in the Passion and Resurrection
of Christ. The commander of the
Allied forces turns out to be the
corporal's father and is presumably God. He subjects his son
(who makes a rather shabby
Christ) to three "temptations"
and after they have been refused orders the son shot (between two thieves) as a deserter
or traitor.
There are many other symbolic characters and incidents

taking in the full Passion story.
Occasionally a Faulknerian character plays several roles, even •
contradictory ones, so that it is
not always safe to count on the
Biblical story to explain some- ·•
thing in the Faulkner story. But
one loud clear call rings out
from beginning to end in the ..
novel. Faulkner, we see now,
was merely quoting from his
new novel when he made the "~"
Nobel Prize acceptance speech in
Stockholm in 1950. At that time
he said: "I believe that man will
not merely endure: he will prevail." In A Fable he says (through
the supreme commander) that
he respects man, admires man,
takes pride in man because he is
immortal without the delusion
of heaven, because he and his
folly will endure: "They (men) .
will do more. They will prevail."
Who, exactly, prevails in A
Fable? The corporal, perhaps,
even though he dies. The commander, perhaps, even though he
too dies a few years later. Both
men went through a kind of
struggle, and neither gave up.
Generally, Faulkner tells us that
man prevails rather than shows
us. And Hugh Glass, the hero of
Manfred's novel, Lord Grizzly,
undergoes an ordeal that puts to
shame the corporal, the commander, Hemingway's Santiago,
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and almost anyone else who
could be named. Hugh is a
hunter for a party of explorers
and trappers who venture into
the Dakotas during the 1820s.
Hugh is separated from the main
party and almost chewed to
pieces by a giant grizzly. His
head smashed in, his r u m p
chewed off, his right leg crushed,
and a tremendous hole in his
back, left for dead by two companions who had found him, he
nevertheless manages to crawl
something like one hundred
miles through Indian country,
rocky hills, wasteland, and at the
same time catch enough mice
and snakes to nourish himself.
Hugh, not the grizzly, is Lord
Grizzly. Never in the history of
mankind has a man endured
such as this. Here, then, must be
the ultimate statement of 1954
American fiction concerning the
courage and endurance of man .
American fiction, then, has
changed its mind about man.
From animal to victim of environment to courage and endurance. This far our fictional
outlook has moved in the past
fifty years. It is of no use to say
that this movement has already
taken place many times in world
literature back through the ages.
As of 1954 man will prevail. But
why? Why does man prevail?
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How can he do it? But more important still-why does he bother?
Santiago perseveres, not for
fame (he cares little or nothing
about that), not for fortune (he
is happy with the possessions he
has), not even to prove his courage to the community. Evidently he is a creature who is aware
of some kind of spiritual victory.
C e r t a i n 1 y this is what he
achieves, nothing more. Hemingway doesn't say this in so many
words, doesn't even seem to be
thinking of a spiritual quality in
the religious sense. But it is
there, somehow, in some way.
Faulkner's people persevere,
prevail-at least he says that
they do. Not because they are
always good, or kind, or strong,
or wise. Many of Faulkner's
characters are bad, cruel, weak,
and ignorant. Why do they prevail then? From the Nobel Prize
acceptance speech again we hear:
"He is immortal, not because he
alone among creatures has an inexhaustive voice, but because he
has a soul, a spirit capable of
compassion and sacrifice and endurance." And what is the soul?
The spirit? Faulkner does not
say. But I suspect that he is at
least slightly troubled by this
matter_
Hugh Glass crawls the better
part of one hundred miles, not
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to get revenge. He thought he
was enduring in order to punish
(by killing) his companions who
left him to die. But when he
finds his old friends, those who
deserted him, he does not take
revenge. Then why the tremendous courage and perseverance?
Manfred doesn't say. But there
is something spiritual in Hugh's
final act of forgiveness.
And so man is wonderfully enduring. He can conquer Everest,
run a mile in less than four
minutes, capture a record-breaking marlin, stop wars and start

them again, and crawl one hundred miles even though dead by
most standards. This is what
1954 says to us, and what our
major fiction has illustrated.
What comes next? Dangerous
as it is to predict, let us hazard
a guess that in the near future,
perhaps in 1955, American fiction will begin to seriously explore the spiritual significance
of man's endurance. Man is
wonderfully enduring. Why? The
answer to that question may be
the next step, next year's fiction.

~

THIS THE HOUR
Who would stand with heavy feet bogged down,
Be brain-bound, static,
And let creation play the clown
To fear's dogmatic
Atom-dance of haunting pain and death
And earth's destruction;
Or who would dare arrest the panting breath
Of charging fluxion?
The wise must not lie down, enslaved by fears,
While fools chase after
Tomorrow's crashing hail of tears
And rainbow laughter.
For progress pencils red the western sky,
Though cowards cringe and skeptic laughs deny.
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A Story

Natalie and John
BY CHARLES ANGOFF

Recipient of the Harry and Ethel Daroff Memorial Award for
the best novel of 1953.

g e n u in e liking... but later...
well, I still was sorry for them. I
think I understood them better,
and my pity was almost a form
of real liking, a sort of warm
sorrow, I guess ... now I rather
look forward to their visits and
to meeting them accidentally at
this or that meeting, or just
while w a 1 k i n g on Fifth
Avenue ...
John is a cousin by blood, and
his wife Natalie is a cousin by
marriage. They have been married for some thirty years and
are childless, not by design, but
so to speak by the cruel will of
nature. My grandmother, John's
stepmother, said, "John would
be like other men, if they had
had children. Without children
men and their wives get ideas,
and such ideas are a 1 w a y s
meshugge (foolish, nonsensical).
When people have children they
think along healthy lines, they
have no time to get lost."
Maybe so, but I'm not so sure

Natalie and John have held
themselves somewhat aloof from
the family at large, and the
family at large has resented it,
feeling that they have looked
upon themselves as superior.
Well, I guess there is some truth
in this charge. Natalie and John
have felt at least different from
the rest of the family, and I have
detected some condescension in
them when they visited this or
that relative. Their calls did
seem to be duty calls, they did
show only perfunctory interest
in this or that family occurrence,
and they did smile mechanically
and talk rather absent-mindedly,
as if they said to themselves,
"Oh, if we could only get this
over with quickly." ... Yes, there
was some substance to the complaint of the family at large ...
there was a great deal of substance to it some years ago ... but
I was always rather drawn to
them ... at the beginning, perhaps, more out of pity than
)
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that this is the whole explanation. Some people seem to be
born to get tangled up with
meshuggene ideas. I know plenty
of people with many children
who do and think the strangest
things. John, as far as I remember-and he and I are not so far
apart in years, he's fifty-seven
and I'm only eight years younger,
and that's not such a difference
-John, as I was about to say,
was different as a young boy,
yes, even as a young boy. He
preached the virtues of orange
juice at a time when his family
and my family thought that
orange juice was something you
gave only to sick people, and
even then only by doctor's prescription. He p r e a c he d the
astounding health-giving qualities of plain, fresh, cold water at
a time when his family and my
family thought that water wasjust water, nothing to talk about.
He was the first in the whole
family who had a chocolate
sundae in a place called a Refreshment Emporium, a place
that the rest of us had thought
was open only to goyim (Gentiles) and Reform Jews-and that
very fact lifted him to a social
plane far above the rest of us.
He was the first man to go to a
dance recital-something that we
had thought only girls went to,

and not the kind of girls that we
especially wanted to have even
as visitors in our homes. And he
was the first man who bought a
ticket to the Irish Sweepstakeswhich, at least in my eyes, put
him pretty much in the company of British royalty, for in
school I had read something
about the races at Derby, where
royalty went.
None of us knew just where
John got these ideas. But all of
us secretly admired him for
them, even as we were a bit in
awe of him. And we all continued to admire him and to
stand in awe of him when he
enrolled in Suffolk Law School,
which certainly was not on a
level with the Harvard Law
School or the Boston University
Law School. But he had so
dazzled us by then that we began to think that maybe, well,
maybe Suffolk Law School had
some qualities that the other
law schools did not have. And
when he told us that "Suffolk
Law School keeps abreast of the
legal tangles of everyday life as
lived by everyday people, and
prefers to see principles emerge
from life rather than the other
way around," we were very much
impressed, though not a single
one of us knew exactly what he
was saying. It was many years
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later that I learned he had
garbled a paragraph in the catalogue of the Suffolk Law School.

.J

What finally did set the family
at large in opposition to him
was his stand toward Judaism.
He had been a Jew like the rest
of us younger folk-not overly
pious, but not atheistical either
openly or covertly, because like
the rest of us again he felt that
there was probably enough in
the faith of our fathers that he
could accept with all our new
"rationality," and that Judaism
was, all in all, "a good thing."
But then he began to change. It
was toward the end of his last
year in the Suffolk Law School
that he began to talk differently.
That Rosh Hashonoh and Yom
Kippur were the first that he did
not come to synagogue-and, still
worse, he went to school on these
sacred days. His parents were
aghast at his decision and had
pleaded with him not to do it
"if only for our sake, please.
You are well beyond bar-mitzvah (confirmation for Jewish
boys) and the sin is on your
head, but would it hurt you to
think of us?" Apparently it did
hurt him, for he answered, "I
feel I must do it for reasons of
principle. I feel I would be a
hypocrite if I went to shul (synagogue) when I don't believe in

1955

23

it. Do you want me to be a hypocrite?" His father argued that
there were some things worse
than being a hypocrite, for example, flouting the customs of
the community, insulting your
parents, and so on, but John
sneered at this argument-and
his parents were so humiliated
that they avoided talking to
their friends as much as they
could and rushed home immediately after services.
John then began to pile still
more shame upon his parents
and the family at large. Word
leaked out that he was getting
missionary mail from one of the
Protestant churches-"And from
that," as my father said, "no
good can come. That is like
playing with fire, worse than
fire. Ah, for some people education can be a klolle (curse). As
a maggid (lay preacher) has said,
a good head is improved with
education; an empty head is
made emptier, and from that
comes tsores (troubles)."
For a while John praised
Christianity as superior to Judaism. He claimed that Christianity was "a religion of love,
whereas Judaism was a religion
of hard, cold morals, and as a
civilized man I'm on the side of
love, aren't you?" John's father
almost went out of his mind
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when he heard this sort of talk
from his son, and he became
physically sick when he heard
that John was talking the same
kind of talk to relatives and
neighbors, to anybody at all who
would listen. "A plain meshumed
(fool) I have for a son," wailed
his father, and he prayed and
prayed that his son wouldn't
take the final and most disgraceful step of conversion. He threatened to kill himself if his son
did this. "No, that I don't think
I could tolerate, oh no, not
that," he said. "How much suffering can a man stand?"
Fortunately John did not get
converted. He only moved on to
some other sect of Christianity,
Methodism, I believe. The first
sect was Presbyterian, or maybe
it was Episcopalianism, I don't
quite remember. This comforted
his father. He said, "If one sect
doesn't satisfy him, then another
won't either. It's all the same
meshugaas (nonsense)." Then
John moved on to Quakerism,
and he tried to sell that religion
to his father. His father listened,
and then said, "All you told me,
my son, is that these meshugoim
(crazy Gentiles) are not only
meshugge but also deaf and
dumb. A religion without words,
who ever heard of such a thing?
They really should see a doctor.

And maybe you should too, my
son." His son said nothing. He
was too disgusted w i t h his
father's "backwardness."
John didn't join the Quakers
either. As a matter of fact, he
suddenly gave up all interest in
all religion. He became interested in a girl, and that pleased his
father very much. John was already in his thirties, and his
father had wondered what was
wrong with him: normal young
men were married and t h e
fathers of children by then. More
important, John's father felt
that a woman would get some
sense into his strange offspring,
and when he heard that the girl
was Jewish, he said, "Thank
God. As long as she is a Jewish
girl. She'll know what to do with
the meshuggenem. Soon my worries will be over."
But he was happy too soon, for
the girl, Natalie, was not like
other Jewish girls: she was like
John. As a matter of fact, they
had met at a Quaker meeting,
where they happened to have
held hands during one period of
silent prayer. Both had flirted
long enough with Christianity
and both were ready for something else that was "truly civilized and not mixed up with
superstition." Somehow they fell
under the influence of Gandhi's
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philosophy, nearly all of it: his
pacifism, his vegetarianism, his
special blend of Hindu mysticism. They began to preach
every one of these systems of
thought-and, of course, the first
one they tried them out on was
John's father. The father saw
some sense in pacifism, but in
vegetarianism and Hindu mysticism he saw only insanity. "You
really mean you two believe in
eating only cabbage and peas,
and in this windy stuff you call
a religion? What has the world
come to? A scholar I am not, but
plain sense alone would tell you
that this is plain foolishness.
What is so bad about a plain
piece of meat? Whom did it ever
harm?" Deep down, however,
the father was not too worried
about these new meshugaasen.
He noticed that John did most
of the talking, that Natalie said
little and smiled most of the
time. And John's father said to
himself, "Eh, she agrees with
him while he's still courting her.
When they are married, and the
children come, she will really
tell him what she thinks, and
then he too will get some sense
into him."
John and Natalie did get married, and they consented to a
Jewish ceremony, which was another good sign to John's father.
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Natalie continued to work-she
was a secretary to some association for the prevention of cruelty to animals, an association that
made John's father smile- and
John's father didn't like her
working, but he was sure that in
the very near future nature
would take its course and she
would become a housewife, as
every married woman should be.
Meanwhile John was a lawyernot too successful true enough,
but a lawyer is a lawyer. Months
passed and "nothing happened."
Natalie and John kept on going
to meetings and lectures and
concerts and outwardly they
seemed happy. Three, four, five
)ears passed, and still "nothing
happened."
And so a decade
went by. Natalie was beginning
to look old-though she was only
in her middle thirties. Some gray
came to her hair. And she began to talk more about the need
for helping the downtrodden in
India and in Malaya. John's
father became worried, for he
knew that when a hitherto silent
woman begins to plapel (talk)
she is unhappy . When he noticed
that as Natalie increased her
volume of talk John decreased
his, John's father was sure that
their marriage was in difficulties.
He found out quickly by asking John directly: The two
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young folk were heartbroken because they had had no children,
and only recently a doctor, a
specialist, had told Natalie that
she probably could not bear any
because her womb was shriveled
-"These things happen rarely,
but I'm afraid it did happen in
your case. You were probably
born that way, for otherwise you
are perfectly healthy." John's
father didn't know what to say.
He had wanted a grandchild as
much as they had wanted a
child. He was filled with a profound sadness, and he went
from rabbi to rabbi seeking advice, but they could not help
him. John's father began to
wonder whether his son shouldn't divorce Natalie, but whenever he looked at his daughterin-law his heart went out to her,
and he remained silent. He bore
his heartache to himself, comforting the young folk as best he
could-by visiting them more
often, b r i n g i n g them more
presents, and taking part in
their discussions about this or
that "movement" or "drive. " He
still saw little sense in these
movements or drives, but he began to wonder whether it wasn't
a good thing that John and
Natalie at least had something
to occupy their minds.
Natalie now gave up her job

and became a housewife. John
was doing well with his law. But
in both these good developments
John's father found only further
grounds for depression, for it
seemed to him as if fate were
somehow mocking at his children, giving them outward success and inward misery. He took
it so to heart that he began to
ail, and within three months he
died.
John and his stepmother had
never gotten along too well, and
now that his father was gone he
and Natalie seldom saw her;
pretty soon they seldom saw any
others in the family. Now they
came around only once or twice
a year and then for but a few
minutes' stay so that they were
almost strangers, and to some of
the younger members of the
family they are little more than
a legend. They moved to one of
the most exclusive sections of
Brookline, an affluent suburb of
Boston, and while they have not
invited any of the family to
visit them, word has reached the
family that they have "a palatial
apartment, with everything, but
everything." This has served
only to make John and Natalie
still more unpopular in the
family, particularly among the
women folk. Then there is something else that has not helped
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John's and Natalie's standing in
the family circle. For some time
now John has specialized in divorce cases, he has done extremely well, and his name is
often in the Boston newspapers
in connection with divorces
sought by socially prominent
people. Friends of the family
have commented upon John's
success, but the family has had
to admit that they seldom see
him-and that has been humiliating.
While I lived in Boston John
and Natalie saw no more of me
or of my immediate family than
of anybody else in the family at
large. I wasn't especially interested in them, and I was inclined to forget about them for
long stretches of time. I was a
musical agent, and I had no interest in law, so there really was
not much of a bond between us.
Besides, I was a bachelor-still
am-and you know how most
married people treat bachelors,
especially bachelors like myself
who don't like the social life at
all: we are shunned and considered as, well, sort of strange.
Then I moved to New York,
where I opene~ up a new office,
and I've done quite well, if I
say so myself. I have a small
office with a couple of girls taking care of the details-I'll go to
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any expense not to have to do
detail work. And I have a small
<J.partment in the upper East
Side, where I do a good deal of
cooking myself: I like to putter
around with dishes and recipes,
you know, I'm one of those
hachelors. I have lots of people
over, on whom I try my recipes,
and so far I've had no fatalities.
Well, one day I got a telephone call from John: could he
and Natalie come up to see me?
I said sure. I hadn't seen them
for years, and I was curious. Besides, to be perfectly frank, I'm
sentimental about the family
and everything that goes with it.
I'm also getting a little more religious, well, you know. I burn
a yahrzeit (annual commemoration) lamp on the anniversaries
of my parents' deaths, and sometimes I also say kadish (prayers
of remembrance) in some neighboring temple or synagogue on
yahrzeit. It makes me feel good,
doing it. I'm not getting pious,
but you know. On Yom Kippur
I try not to eat so much, and I
stay away from the office unless
something really special comes
up, and I see to it that nothing
does. So, like I say, I was glad
to see them.
The first time they called they
didn't stay long, just dropped in
to say hello. I pleaded with
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them to stay for supper but they
had tickets for a show. I thought
they looked all right, though
there was something too business-like about them, well, not
that exactly, but they seemed to
be in awe of me. I tried to put
them at ease by saying that John
earned his money much more
easily than I did, and I spoke
some Jewish, hoping that they
would loosen up. They smiled,
but nothing else. Well, I asked
them to come again by all
means, they said yes, but I
wasn't so sure that they would.
They did surprise me, pleasantly,
they did come again. and pretty
soon they became frequent visitors. I was very glad, for I got to
like them very much. I wrote to
my sisters and brothers about
their visits, and they wrote back
that I must have some special
pull with such "snobs, who think
they're too good for anybody."
I thought that was a strange
thing to say about John and
Natalie, but I didn't pay too
much attention to the criticism.
I have reached the stage of life
when I take everything as it
comes. There's no telling about
how people think or feel, why
they get hurt by things that
mean nothing to others, and
what's really eating them-there's
just no telling.

CRESSET

Slowly I got to know John
and Natalie very well, and we
got to like each other enormously. The more I got to know them
the sorrier I felt for them-not
pity, but sorrow, or maybe it
was a little bit of both. At first
they had come to New York because business had called John
here, but then there developed
other reasons. Natalie had discovered that New York was a
center of all sorts of relatively
new religions. At first she became very much interested in
biosophy, then in anthrobiosophy, and she lectured to me at
great length about the profundities of a Dr. Steiner. I noticed
that she did virtually all the
talking. It was clear that she believed far more strongly than
did John. But with all her enthusiasm she did not try to con·
vert me, not even when she had
switched (and John along with
her) to Divine Science, concerning which she was deeply reverent. I told both of them very
frankly that I still was Jewish,
more so, in fact, than heretofore,
and I told them especially about
the yahrzeit lamps and about my
going to synagogue to say kadish.
Remembering how John had
talked to his father about such
"superstitions" I was afraid that
they would leap at me with their
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sneers and denunciations. Instead they were very polite-and
even more.
Especially John. Indeed, a
wave of nostalgia seemed to engulf him as I spoke about kadish
and yahrzeit. He said, "It is a
rather moving custom, and it has
meaning." Whereupon Natalie
broke in and said, "You know,
John has wanted to light a lamp,
the way you do, the past two,
three years, and I wish he would.
I think it would be beautiful.
All remembrances are beautiful.
Dr. Steiner said it, and Dr. Emmet Fox, the Founder of Divine
Science, he has no objection
whatsoever. There is symbolism
in it. Life and light have so
much in common, don't you
think?" I agreed, though I
wasn't altogether sure that I
knew what I was agreeing to.
Natalie exclaimed one evening, "Oh, there is so much
Power, so much Beautiful Power
and Splendor a n d Goodness
without us, all about us, in us,
·waiting for us to pluck it, to use
it for our good .. . .it's a pity that
so many of us are so blind to it.
We are all brothers and sisters,
and all children are everybody's
children, for all children belong
to the Vast Good all around us,
the Great Spiritual Essence of
Being, sheer Being."
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She looked at me, apparently
waiting for some sign of agreement. I nodded out of politeness.
But as I did so I was overwhelmed by a sadness ... especially as I recalled the story of their
lives together, of how much pain
they had brought to t h e i r
parents years and years before.
... without malice, of course, but
with the exuberance of youthful
excitation for this or that philosophy ... even as Natalie spoke
of the Great Good and the Vast
Good and the Spiritual Essence,
and even as she preached about
the need for Calm and More
Calm, "for the All-Good has us
ever under its protection, this
Father-Mother Good is the One
True Protector" ... even as she
spoke thus I detected a deep unhappiness in her, a loneliness
that came out in her eyes and in
her lips and in her manner of
speaking ... I noticed the same in
the resigned silence of John, a
silence that became thicker and
more resigned and more abysmal
almost every time they called on
me ....
Then they came to see me one
Sunday afternoon, and I saw a
new light in Natalie's face, a
greater sense of ease in John ...
not just in his face but in his
entire bearing. They had just
come from a service of a Jewish
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Science temple ... Jewish Science
apparently was the Jewish version of Christian Science, or so
il seemed to me as Natalie explained it to me. "Oh, it has
everything, really everything that
we have been looking for," she
said. "And John is happy too,
aren't you, John?"
He liked it, he said, and hesitated for a few moments. Then
he added, "I guess what I like
about it is that it reminds me of
the synagogue days of my own
youth .. . the prayers, the sermons,
the Hebrew words, you know. I
guess I like that. And the rest of
it, I mean the new interpretation makes sense, too. After all,
psychosomatic medicine is but
another form of Jewish Sciencein a way, I mean."
"Absolutely," said N a t a 1 i e.
"But it's more than that. It's
really spiritual."
John didn't seem quite to
understand this remark, but h,e
agreed. "I really felt at home
there," he said. "I wish they'd
start that sort of synagogue in
Boston."

"Oh, tl1e r a b b i, she's a
woman," said Natalie. "She said
tl1ey hoped that in time there
would be Jewish Science synagogues all over the United States.
Naturally, it will take time. All
good things take time. But what
is good has an endurance and a
prevailing goodness of its own."
She spoke on and on about
Jewish Science... the next time
and the time after that and later
she was also enthusiastic about
Jewish Science ... and slowly the
despondency that had weighed
upon them lifted a little... and a
little more . . .Now and then I detected the old sadness in their
faces . .. and I wondered what
went on in their souls in the
lonely hours of the night... I was
filled with pity and with love
for them . .. I did wish so much
that the relatives in Boston
knew them as I did ... but I
didn't know how to make them
know ... and that made me still
sadder for John and Natalie and
for the relatives and for all the
other lonely and sorrowing
people in the world ....
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Common Sense
Science In Religion
By

RuDOLPH NoRDEN

Editorial Assistant, Student Service Commissio<11
The Lutheran Church - Missouri Synod
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The influence of scientific research has been felt far beyond
the home grounds of physics and
chemistry. It has passed over to
the social sciences as well. In
doing so, it has supplied the
neighboring sciences with guidelines for objective procedure.
Today a psychology major at
college has "lab periods" along
with a student who takes chemical engineering.
The scientific method has
made its impact on that broad
bracket of academic disciplines
called the humanities. Scholars
in these fields attain to greater
skill because of a more critical
and detached attitude toward
their work. Many of their working criteria can be traced to
laboratory techniques.
Has religion benefited from
the exact procedures of research
as pioneered by men and women
of science? This is a reverent
and relevant inquiry prompted
by the desire first to identify and

then to thank one's benefactors.
The Revised Standard Version
of the Bible, for example, represents the fruits of textual scholarship guided by what may be
termed scientific principles. The
next question takes us a step
further into the spiritual realm:
Can "scientific" methods be applied to phases of one's personal
religion?
The Christian's faith, of
course, deals with moral and
spiritual absolutes that require
no external proofs. Religious beliefs do not primarily rest on
things which are seen. This is
not to say, however, that demonstrable facts are foreign to them .
A house resting on its own foundation does not require architectural details to maintain itself against wind and weather.
At the same time these details,
such as a picture window or a
television antenna on the roof,
help to make the building more
functional. While r e I i g i o u s
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faith is self-containing, with respect to its basic nature and security, it favors facts that make
it meaningful and functional.
Faith and knowledge, faith and
science, faith and truth are companions who love to walk hand
in hand. As there is "faith" in
science, more than is sometimes
admitted, so factual realism exists in religious faith. In neither
case does the presence of the one
or the other impair the fundamental nature of its partner.
Ever since religiously stirred
people sought some semblance of
sanction for their beliefs in personal experience have faith and
fact wooed each other. Although
the "verifications" of faith from
experience and o b s e r v a t i o n
could not always stand up in the
court of clinic and laboratory,
they nevertheless convinced the
individual that his belief was
more than something held in
vacuum; it was something very
real and in harmony with what
is true in other phases of life.
Yet there is more here than subjective assurance, as is now to be
shown.

Proving That Prayers Are
Answered or Accounted for
How is it with prayer? Is it a
spiritual activity on which the

lid must be kept tightly closed
lest someone examine it and
find it a vain pursuit? Not at all.
St. Paul for one was not disposed to surround his prayers
with sus p i c i o us secrecy. His
prayers were a matter of open
record. Consider, for instance,
the cycle of experience beginning with the affliction of "the
thorn in the flesh." He prayed
for its removal, not haphazardly
but with an exact count, "Three
times I have prayed to the Lord
about this, begging that it might
leave me ... " (II Cor. 12:8).
Take note of the "three times."
When a scientist conducts an
experiment he keeps exa_ct score
of the operations performed or
repeated. Christians likewise can
take their prayer life out of the
fuzzy, hazy atmosphere of uncertainty by keeping the record.
"Count your blessings" is the
message of Thanksgiving Day.
To count bespeaks the knowwhat-you-are-doing attitude of a
scientist. St. Paul not only counted his blessings 1 e a d i n g to
thanksgiving, he also counted
petitions.
To count petitions helps us to
account for them. It turned out
that St. Paul's three requests for
the removal of the thorn did not
bring the expected or desired
results. Is this to jar faith? Do

,
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not scientists have that experience also? Far from being embarrassed St. Paul recorded definite results, results proving that
God does answer prayer. Indeed,
he received remarkable new insights, a gift far greater than the
immediate relief sought. Paul's
experience reminds us of a prospector looking for lead and finding gold instead. He thought he
had the formula for a specific
remedy but discovered rather a
genuine panacea. Paul's three
petitions were not wasted motion, as nothing in nature is
ever lost or unaccounted for. Behind the three requests in his
prayer record he could make
this definite entry as results: "A
great truth has been revealed.
God's strength is made perfect
in my weakness."

Proving That We Receive
Through Giving
Many years ago St. Francis of
Assisi stated in an oft-quoted
prayer that "in giving we receive." And before that the Old
Testament said, "Cast your
bread upon the surface of the
waters, for after many days you
will find it." (Eccles. 11:1). It is
in keeping with the intention of
this statement to say: Give out
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bread and it will come back with
butter and marmalade on it.
Let us be curious. Precisely
what do we receive in giving?
Why is it more blessed to give
than to receive? How and in
what form will donations come
back to us? Are the promised
returns only to be thought of as
compensations in terms of inward satisfactions or as spiritual
blessings? Do the returns have
also a material side? We can
check up and find out.
Not long ago a man arose in
a Christian assembly to say: "For
many years my family and I
were niggardly givers to God. In
holding back our contributions
we did not, however, get any
richer ourselves. We had many
doctor bills and other expenses.
Then we started to tithe. Now
we are financially and in other
ways much better off than before." Was it just a coincidence
that the family began to flourish, economically speaking, when
it started to tithe? Was the
speaker just i m a g i n i n g that
things began to pick up after
deciding to give more? It is altogether logical to suppose that
he knew what he was talking
about. He undoubtedly had facts
and figures to show the truth of
what St. Francis and his spirit-
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ual forebears said that "in giving we receive."
God is happy to have us probe
His promises so that we may see
for ourselves. Note His words
spoken by Malachi: "Bring the
whole tithe into the storehouse
That there may be food in my
house, And test me herein ... "
(Mal. 3-10). God is a greater
scientist than is often believed.
In fact, He is the Creator, the
original Scientist, whose tangible
thoughts in nature, as Kepler
said, human researchers are trying to "think after Him." On a
recent television interview a
University of Chicago nuclear
physicist said: "The One who
put the atom together had quite
an imagination." God, who established the laws of nature, is likewise the Author of spiritual
truths. One of the latter is that
"in giving we receive." This
principle, too, can be verified.
Perhaps the reader would like
to try. To establish the operation of this spiritual principle
one need only to keep the record
and put things down black on
white. In doing so, one should
allow spaces on the record for
entering the returns, not only
of material things but also of
personal happiness, satisfaction ,
investment in humanity, friendship starters, a sense of purpose

in life, and many other real assets accruing therefrom.

Proving That Honesty
Is the Best Policy
Out of a wealth of human experience has come the aphorism,
Honesty is the best policy. To
foolproof it against expediency,
Christians prefer to say, Honesty
is the only policy. Since God, the
source of the moral law, has so
declared, Christians accept it as
true, also during interims when
financial losses or unpopularity
seem to attend the course of
honesty. However, in this respect
also is it possible for the believer to "think God's thoughts
after Him." Here is a proposition wide open for man to investigate and to convince himself.
When A b r a h a m Lincoln,
clerking in a New Salem, Illinois,
~Lore walked several miles to refund an overcharge of six cents,
he proved himself a man of
principle. Right then and there
Lincoln on an errand of honor
was walking in the direction of
the White House. Values far
greater than six cents were involved. The title "Honest Abe"
was not an honorary degree: it
was earned by the whole pattern
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of a man's behavior. The highest
opportunity for service in a nation was in Lincoln's case the
dividend of honesty in things
great and small.
The cold facts in the many
stories breaking in the news are
that the wages of dishonesty are
public disgrace, private heartache, scarlet letters that won't
scrub off, closed doors to future
positions of trust, to say nothing
of the obvious consequence of
imprisonment. The c h i c k e n s,
hatched in a nest of iniquity, inexorably come home to roost, as
surely as reaction follows an action in physical law. Dishonest
deeds are homing pigeons. By
inerrant instict they find their
way back to plague the originator. And anyone who frequents a public square knows
what a plague pigeons can be.
Athletes who for the sake of
the "easy buck" succumb to the
lure of bribes are with their exposure branded not only as the
Hessians of the gridiron or the
basketball court but also as the
Benedict Arnolds of sports. The
ultimate penalty is far greater
than the severe lifelong ban
from public athletics. Its toll is
rather to be measured in terms
of loss of face with oneself.
The law of cause and effect in
the moral realm was picturesque-
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ly phrased by St. Paul in these
axioms, "A man will reap just
what he sows. The man who
sows to gratify his physical cravings will reap destruction from
them ... " Happily, this law has
also its positive corollary, "The
man who sows to the benefit of
the Spirit will reap eternal life
from the Spirit." (Gal. 6:7-8).
The words of St. Paul, of course,
comprehend the specific truism,
Honesty is the best policy. The
generic as well as any specific
principle is a proposition very
much subject to empiricism. Its
truth, especially its wisdom, is
verified in human experience.

Proving that . "Dawn"
Follows "Darkness"
Many people who jump from
bridges and skyscrapers in suicide leaps are unaware of the
cyclic repetitions of moods in
human beings. As dawn follows
darkness, so more cheerful days
come on the heels of mental depressions. Two years ago a friend
of mine was in a very low state
of mind. He had what seemed an
insoluble problem. A very real
problem was there, but what
was worse, a distracted condition
of mind and emotion accompanied it. I addressed a letter to
this friend, reminding him of
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what scores of men and women
had written and witnessed to in
that most excellent textbook and
repository of spiritual experiences, the hymnbook. These witnesses stated in many lines of
testimony: "Don't fret yourself
when trouble engulfs you. Trust
in God. Try your best to believe
that after a season the fog will
lift and the sun will shine again.
You are distressed now, but take
it from us, you will laugh again,
and sooner than you think." The
Biblical basis for such witness
is, "He who goes forth weeping,
bearing seeds for sowing, will
indeed come back with joyful
shouts, bearing his sheaves."
(Ps. 126:6) Two points should
not be overlooked: I. As long as
you have seed, as every naturalist knows, you can operate, and
2. The sheaves indicate that
time must elapse before you see
the fruits of your labor.
The friend accepted this advice, and today there is another
witness to the truth tested people
have discovered: Dawn follows
the darkness.
The testimony of these witnesses can not be dismissed. It
would be most unscientific and
unrealistic to do so. To deny
what the test tubes of trials and
tribulations have distilled is no
less ill-advised than to say to a

Compton or a Millikan: "You
don't know what you are talking about when you speak of
your experiences in the field of
physics." Similarly, it is not
reasonable to ignore the findings
of other experts and scholars
who have lived intimately with
life's pains and problems.
Instead of just taking the
word of experts, it is better to
keep firsthand score on the succession of emotional depressions
and elations. You will see a pattern emerging, a pattern whose
curves can be graphically recorded. When you feel a dip
coming on, you have the performance of the past to show
that it will be followed by a
rise. St. Paul's statement that
experience produces hope certainly applies here.
When Monte Stratton, the
Chicago White Sox pitcher, had
to have his leg amputated after
a hunting accident, he undoubtedly saw nothing but a
black future. Several years later
the same man, now a successful
Greenville, Texas, farmer, was
standing in the sunlight again.
He said: "Someone more powerful than we is looking out for all
of us." He too had witnessed the
leaf turn.

* * *

What passes for "science" is in
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many instances merely the use of
common sense. To use common
sense is to be scientific. The
brain was designed by its Maker
to be a functional organ. God
wants us to use our rational
faculties in all areas where they
can operate. The "be wise as
serpents" directive of J e s u s
Christ implies the divine desire that we think, yes, think
as devotedly as does the scientist.
Jesus Christ and St. Paul wrote
the use of common sense into
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Christianity when they said, in
turn, "Anyone who resolves to
do his will will know whether
my teaching comes from God, or
originates with me." (John 7: 17).
Again, " ... find out what God's
will is-what is good, pleasing,
and perfect." (Rom. 12:2). It is
not true that the atheist has all
the facts of science a n d of
reason on his side and the Christian has only faith. The Christian has both. And so, of course,
has also the man of science.

NANCY IN THE WINTER
This is Nancy's apple tree,
And this is Nancy's swing;
But summer's just a memory
And she's a summer thing ...
Oh Nancy, in the winter season
Trees must sleep or die;
But neither one nor other's reason
Little girls should cry.
Summer's not asleep or dead
But only playing possum.
Soon, you'll see, she'll lift her head
And put out leaf and blossom!
-DONALP MANKER

Dear Editor:

see the Cardinals play. The
thing went over so well that
from then on (this was in 1928
or 1929) I was a marked man.
The very next year, I was elected an usher in the congregation
and within five years I was an
elder.

Every now and then, somebody writes in and asks me how
I ever got to be such a great
Christian. I guess they read
these letters of mine and get to
wondering how a farm implement dealer out in Nebraska
ever got to be such a big wheel
in the church.
Well, this is going to sound
funny, I know, but what really
got me started was joining the
Men's Club here in the congregation. Before I joined the
Men's Club, I thought that being a Christian was just a matter of believing, which anybody
can do if he tries hard enough.
But merely believing doesn't
make a man an outstanding
Christian any more than merely
voting makes a man an outstanding citizen. You've got to
get into things, you've got to be
active if you want to get places
in the church.
My real break came when I
was appointed chairman of the
Men's Club committee to organize a trip to Saint Louis to

But, of course, you have to
have something to offer if you
want to be a leader, in the
church or in any other group.
And it stands to reason that
what you have to offer must be
something that people want.
Now it seems to me that, in
the church e s p e c i a II y, what
people want in a lay leader
more than anything else is common sense. They want somebody
who can take questions or problems as they come up and boil
them down into e v e r y d a y
language and then offer a common-sense solution.
I find that the trouble with
most laymen is that they think
that a problem that comes up
in the church just has to be a
matter of conscience. Now sometimes that's true, like for instance when Zeitgeist wanted to
start wearing that white business with a fancy scarf and a big
gold cross over his robe. That
was an out-and-out case of keeping the church pure from Catholic influences and there was no

Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
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choice for any man of con- we wanted to be big about it
science except to say, "Here I and give him a few bucks a
stand." But it isn't often that month, not as a matter of obliyou run into something like gation but simply because we
this. Usually the problem is liked him and wanted to be nice
just a matter of procedure or to him now that he was washed
budget and the thing to do is up as a preacher. The upshot
just keep cool and work the was that Goettlich did get a few
dollars every month, but we had
thing out.
Like that big to-do we had avoided setting a precedent that
several years ago when old Rev. would bind us if a similar situGoettlich retired. Most of the ation should come up in later
men in the congregation have _years .
Sometimes I am surprised myno business background, so they
couldn't grasp the difference be- self that using ordinary common
tween a man's duties to his em- sense can get you a reputation
ployees and his generosity to for being a natural-born leader.
former employees. They were But maybe it's true, like the
trying to make a matter of con- man said, that there is nothing
science out of what was actually as uncommon as common sense.
one of those neutral questions of At least you don't find a whole
lot of it at the average congrebusiness procedure.
gational
meeting.
I finally succeeded in conRegards,
vincing most of the members, at
G.G.
least, that there was no question
involved of what we owed Goettlich. I pointed out that a former
pastor is exactly in the same
situation as a former clerk or a
former mechanic. If we paid him
a living wage when he was working for us, we had done our
duty and it was his responsibility to see to it that he had
enough saved up for his unproductive years. Then, with
that out of the way, we could
take up the question of whether

P.S. - - - Like I expected, I got
licked for congregational chairman last month. That's the
other side of being a naturalborn leader. People will follow
you when they've got a problem
that they can't solve, but when
they've got some honors to pass
around they give them to the
Good Joes. I consider it a kind
of tribute to my leadership
ability that I was not elected.
G.G.

~ and MUSIC MAKERS
By

WALTER

A.

First I shall mention and
recommend six books I have received for review in the newspaper for which I am music
critic. Here they are:
PAGANINI: A Biogmphy of the
Greatest Virtuoso of All Time,
by Renee de Saussine; McGrawHill; foreword by Jacques Thibaud; translated from the French
by Marjorie Laurie; appendix,
bibliography, illustrations; index; 271 pages; $4.50. In 1828
Nicolo Paganini, mighty wizard
of the violin and, at the same
time, a master of the guitar,
played in Vienna. One of those
who heard him wrote:

HANSEN

Thibaud and Sergei Prokofieff
and has given many concerts in
Europe and in South America.
Her valuable book is based on
much painstaking research. In
my opinion, it would be far
more valuable if the distinguished author had written analytically and more extensively
about Paganini's works.
GUILLAUME DE MACHAUT, by
Siegmund Levaire; Sheed and
Ward; bibliography; iII us t r ations; 114 pages; $2.25. This is
the second volume in John J.
Becker's series titled Great Religious Composers. It deals with
an important fourteenth-century
composer who wrote many secular compositions but bequeathed
only one sacred work to the
world-a setting of the mass.
This work was the first ever to
be composed as a polyphonic
cycle; it was "the first musical
structure of its kind." I recommend Levaire's fine book to
every student of church music.

While Paganini was playing his
Witches Dance last night, I distinctly
saw Satan himself standing behind
him, guiding his left hand and his
right arm . The great violinist's striking resemblance to the apparition
proves that he is a scion of the
Devil. His Satanic Majesty was
clothed all in red. He had a horn on
his head and a long, hairy tail between his legs.

Renee de Saussine's biography
of Paganini is, as the jacket correctly states, impressionistic in
character. The author is a violinist of some renown. She studied
under Eugene Ysaye, Jacques

THE MozART HANDBOOK: A
Guide to the Man and His
Music, compiled and edited by
Louis Biancolli; World Publish-
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ing Company; appendices, index; 629 pages; $7.50. Although
one usually hesitates to use the
word "indispensable," it is entirely in order to do so when
speaking of this e x c e II e n t
volume, which is Louis Biancolli's most recent contribution
to musical lore. There are no
less than forty-four contributors.
The book is in three parts;
"Mozart in His Life," "Mozart
in His Music," "Mozart in His
Death."
SINGER AND AccoMPANIST: The
Performance of Fifty Songs, by
Gerald Moore; Macmillan; musical illustrations; index; 232
pages; $3.75. I do not like the
word "accompanist," which, unfortunately, is applied to an assisting artist of the stature of
Gerald Moore, who, in the
course of a long career, has
played for many of the greatest
singers of our time. The fifty
songs on which Moore sheds the
light of his sensitive scholarship
are by Arnold Bax, Ludwig van
Beethoven, Johannes Brahms,
George Butterworth, CIa u de
Debussy, Frederick Delius, Manuel de Falla, Henri Duparc,
Gabriel Faure, Gerald Finzi, Enrique Granados, Edvard Grieg,
Ivor Gurney, Reynaldo Hahn,
Joseph Haydn, John Ireland,
Felix Mendelssohn, Modeste
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Moussorgsky, C. Hubert Parry,
Roger Quilter, Sergei Rachmaninoff, Maurice Ravel, Franz
Schubert, R o b e r t Schumann,
Charles Villiers Stanford, Richard Strauss, Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky, Ralph Vaughn Williams,
Hugo Wolf, and Charles Wood.
JEAN SIBELIUs: A Master and
His Work, by Nils-Eric Ringborn; translated from the Swedish by G. I. C. de Courcy; University of Oklahoma Press: illusstrations; complete list of works,
index; 196 pages; $3.75. This is
the most recently published book
on the great Finnish master.
Since I received it only a short
time before writing this column,
I have been able to do no more
than dip into it here and there.
What I have read is impressive.
I have long been an ardent admirer of Sibelius. To me he is a
great composer.
EARLY

MEDIEVAL

Music

UP

To 1300, edited by Dom Anselm
Hughes; 0 x ford University
Press; illustrations; bibliography;
434 pages; $8.75. This is another
book which, in my opinion, is
indispensable. It is the second
volume of The New Oxford
History of Music. Egon Wellesz
writes on "Early Christian Music"; Higini Angles deals with
"Latin Chant Before St. Gregory" and with "Gregorian

42

THE CRESSET

Chant"; Jacques Handschin discusses "Trope, Sequence, and
Conductus"; W. L. Smoldon
writes on "Liturgical Drama"; J.
A. Westrup deals with "Medieval
Song"; and Dom Anselm Hughes
contributes chapters on "The
Birth of Polyphony," "Music in
the Twelfth Century," "Music
in Fixed Rhythm," and "The
Motet and Allied Forms."
Next I shall tell you about an
engrossing chamber music recital I attended and reviewed a
few days ago.
At this concert I heard the
first American performance of
Hugo Kauder's masterfully written Quartet No. I, in C Minor,
which was composed in 1921.
The world premiere of the work
took place in Vienna in 1923.
On that occasion it was played
by the Gottesmann Quartet Hugo Gottesmann, first violin;
Wilhelm Mueller, second violin;
Hugo Kauder, viola; Richard
Krotschak, 'cello-to which it was
dedicated. My good friend Hugo
Gottesmann, formerly concertmaster of the Vienna Philharmonic 0 r c h e s t r a under
Bruno Walter, is responsible for
the first American presentation
of the masterpiece.
A few days before the concert
Hugo played a tape-recording of
the composition in my home-a

recording made in the course of
the rehearsals. This was a stimulating experience. I concluded
immediately that the work with its frequently changing
rhythms, its adroitly conceived
harmonic texture, and its highly
complicated but cry s t a l·clear
contrapuntal writing-is a masterpice in the true sense of the
word. The third movement is a
magnificent double fugue.
Kauder was born in Moravia
in 1888. For about fifteen years
he has been living in New York
City. He has written fourteen
string quartets, two symphonies,
and much music of other types.
Unfortunately, his brilliant light
has, for some tragic reason, been
hidden under a bushel. Kauder's
music should be more widely
known. He is largely self-taught.
As a composer he sits reverently
at the feet of Bach, Mozart,
Brahms, and-so it seems to me
- Hugo Wolf.
The other composition on the
program was Franz Peter Schubert's Quartet in A Minor, Op.
No. 1, which was written in
February or March, 1824. I have
known this wonderful work for
many years.
Naturally, nearly everyone
who hears Schubert's great Quartet in A Minor recognizes at
once that the main theme of the
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Andante is a quotation from the
third Entr'acte of the same master's Rosamunde music. But how
many know that the opening
bars of the richly colored Menuetto are taken from the master's
song titled Die Goetter Griechenlands (The Gods of Greece)?
Besides, the very beginning of
the first movement could be a
quotation-either by design or
by coincidence-from Schubert's
masterful setting of Johann
Wolfgang Goethe's Gretchen am
Spinnrade (Gretchen at t h e
Spinningwheel).
This work abounds m what,
for many years, I have been in
the habit of speaking of as
Schubert's harmonic surprises.
In addition, it gives conclusive
evidence of the master's extraordinary and, shall I say, completely natural skill in the art
of contrapuntal writing. Incidentally, I am ready to defend
this statement of mine against
all those biographers and essayists who, for some strange reason,
deny that Schubert had outstanding ability in the field of
counterpoint.
Have you ever heard Modeste
Moussorgsky's Boris Godounoff?
To me-and to many thousands
-this is a great opera. Mossourgsky was a master-composer.
Do you prefer Boris m the
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original Moussorgsky version the version by which some critics
and producers set great storeor would you rather hear the
opera as revised by Nicolas
Rimsk y-Korsako££?
I must say in all candor that
long ago I reached the conclusion that Boris m Rimsky's
version is superior to Boris in its
original form. Rimsky, you see,
had a far keener sense of the
theater than Moussorgsky. Besides, he knew much more about
the art of orchestration.
For a long time I was reluctant to express this view of mine
openly. But about a year ago I
ventured to mention it to Cesare
Siepi, the famous Italian basso
who has often sung the role of
Boris. Siepi agreed with me
wholeheartedly and even vigorously.
This 1s no attempt on my
part to minimize the importance
of Moussorgsky as a composer.
But I do prefer the Rimsky version of Boris to what has been
discovered to be the Urtext.

j
Recent Recordings
Symphony No. 1,
in C Minor, Op. 68; Symphony No.
2, in D Major, Op. 73; Symphony
No. 3, in F Major, Op. 90; Sym-
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phony No. 4, in E Minor, Op. 98;
Variations on a Theme by Haydn,
Op. 56a; Tragic Overture, Op. 81;
Academic Festival Overture, Op.
80; HungaritM! Dances Nos. 1, 3, 10,
17. The Philharmonic-Symphony
Orchestra of New York under
Bruno Walter. -Walter is one of
the truly great exponents of the
music of Brahms. The recording is
superb in every way. Besides, the
four 12-inch lp. discs are contained
in a beautifully made and engrossingly illustrated album. This is
what the Germans would call a
Prachtausgabe. Columbia SL-200.
L'Elisir d'Amore
(The Elixir of Love.) Margherita
Carosio, soprano, as Adina; Nicola
Monti, tenor, as Nemorino; Tito
Gobbi, baritone, as Belcore; Melchiorre Luise, basso, as Dr. Dulcamara; Loretta di Lelio, soprano, as
Giannetta. Orchestra and chorus of
the Opera House, Rome, under
Gabriele Santini. -A splendid performance--on ·two 12-inch lp. discs
-of this delightful opera. Sung in
Italian. RCA Victor LM-6024.

GAETANO DoNIZETTI.

Only the spoken dialogue has been
omitted from this recording. Two
12-inch lp. discs. RCA Victor LM6025.
ITALIAN MAsTERs. Concerto
Grosso in D Major, Op . 6, No. 4,
by Arcangelo Corelli; Concerto in
F Major, by Antonio Vivaldi; Symphony in D Major, Op. 18, No. 2,
by Muzio Clementi. The Virtuosi
di Roma under Renato Fasano. A wonderfully beautiful recording
-artistically packaged. I was surprised beyond words to note the
excellence of Clementi's symphony.
In the brochure accompanying the
12-inch lp. disc Louis Biancolli tells
the fascinating story of the discovery and restoration of the work.
RCA Victor LHMV-2.

THREE

ANTHEIL.
Capital of the
World. RAFFAELLO DE BANFIELD.
The Combat. The Ballet Theater
Orchestra under Joseph Levine. Two fine ballets of recent vintage
- brilliantly performed and recorded. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P8278.

GEORGE

BRAHMS.
Gestillte Sehnsucht; Geistliches Wiegeonlied, In
stiller Nacht, Sandmaennchen, Vier
ernste Gesaenge. Nell Rankin, contralto, with Coenrad V. Bos a t the
piano. Carlton Cooley, violist, plays
for two of the masterpieces. -Great
songs. Sterling artistry. Bos, by the
way, was the pianist on the occasion
of the first public performance of
the Vier ernste Gesaenge. This took
place in Vienna in 1896. Brahms
himself was present. 33 1/3 rpm.
Capitol P-8289.

JoHANNES

Fidelio.
Jan Peerce, tenor, as Florestan;
Rose Bampton, soprano, as Leonora ;
Nicola Moscona, basso, as Don Fernando; Herbert Jan sen, basso, as
Don Pizarro; Sidor Belarsky, basso,
as Rocco; Eleanor Steber, soprano,
as Marcellina; Joseph Laderoute,
tenor, as Jacquino. The NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini. Peter Wilhousky, chorus director. -A stirring disc-presentation
of Beethoven's one and only opera.

LuDWIG

VAN

BEETHOVEN.
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GEORGES BIZET. Suite from "Carmen"
(Prelude to Act I, Aragonaise, The
Changing of the Guard, Habanera,
Intermea;o, Smugglers' March,
Dragoons of Alcala, Gypsy Dance) .
CHARLEs GouNOD. Ballet Music from
"Faust" (Dance of the Nubian
Slaves, Adagio, Danse Antique,
Variations of Cleopatra, Dance of
the Trojan Maidens, Mirror Dance
of Helen, Bacchanale and Dance of
Phryne) . The St. Louis Symphony
Orchestra under Vladimir Golschmann. -Excellent performances.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8288.
GIUsEPPE VERDI. Highlights from
«Don Carlo." Maria Caniglia, soprano; Ebe Stignani, mezzo-soprano;
Mirto Picchi, tenor; Paolo Silveri,
baritone, Nicola Rossi-Lemini, basso.
Orchestra of Radio Italiana, Turin,
under Fernando Previtali. -Fine
selections from an impressive opera.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol-Cetra A-50168.
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Prince Shouisky and Clock Scene,
Farewell and Death of Boris. Alexander Kipnis, basso, as Boris, with
the RCA Victor Symphony Orchestra and Chorus under Nicolai
Berezowsky. Robert Shaw, choral
director. -A magnificent recording of scenes from a great opera .
33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor LBC1082.
GIUSEPPE VERDI. Arias from La Traviata, Don Carlo, Falstaff, Rigoletto,
Il Trovatore, Otello, The Masked
Ball. Robert Weede, baritone, with
the Concert Arts Orchestra under
Nicholas Rescigno. -Artistry of a
high order. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol
P-8279.
JACQUES OFFENBACH. Suites . from
"Bluebeard" and "Helen of Troy."
Arranged by Antal Dorati. The
Ballet Theater Orchestra under Joseph Levine. -Brilliant performances of fascinating ballet music.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8277.

UMBERTO GIORDANO. Highlights from
"Andrea Chenier." Jose Soler, tenor;
Renata Tebaldi, soprano; Ugo Savarese, baritone; Giuliano Ferrein,
basso. Orchestra of Radio Italiana,
Turin, under Arturo Basile. -Excellent selections from an opera
which should be more widely known
in our country. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol-Cetra A-50169.

GIUSEPPE VERDI. Highlights from
"La Traviata." ·S tarring Maria Callas, soprano; Francesco Albanese,
tenor; U go Savarese, baritone. Orchestra of Radio Italiana, Turin,
and Cetra Chorus under Gabriele
Santini. -Excerpts from one of
Verdi's most popular stage works.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol-Cetra A-50167.

KIPNIS As BoRIS. The following selections from Modeste Moussorgsky's
Boris Godounoff: Introduction and
Opening Chorus, Coronation Scene,
Once Upon a Time in the City of
Kazan, I Have Attairud the Highest
Power, Duologue Between Boris and

GIUSEPPE VERDI. Highlights from
"Rigoletto." Starring Ferruccio Tagliavini, tenor; Lina Pagliughi, soprano, Giuseppe Taddei, baritone.
Orchestra of Radiotelevisione !taliana, Turin, and Cetra Chorus,
under Angelo Questa. -More fine
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music from the pen of Verdi, who
was a great master. 33 1/3 rpm .
Capitol-Cetra A-50 166.
ENCORES IN A QuiET Moon. Pavane
for a Dead Princess, by Maurice
Ravel ; Notturno, by Ottorino Respighi ; Cordoba, by Isaac Albeniz ;
Evening in the Country, by Bela
Bartok; The White Peacock, by
Charles Tomlinson Griffes ; Gymnopedie No. 3, by Erik Satie ; The
Maiden and the Nightingale, by Enrique Granados; ldylle, by Emmanuel Chabrier; Pasteurelle , by
Francis Poulenc. Menahem Pressler, pianist. - Highly sensitive artistry. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M ,E3129.
PETER ILYICH TcHAIKOVSKY. Nutcracker Suite . EnvARD HAGERUP
GRIEO. Peer Gynt Suites Nos. 1 and
2. The Philharmonia Orchestra of
Hamburg under Hans-Juergen Walther. -This fine disc will undoubtedly win widespread popularity. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E3139.
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MozART. Concerto No. 24, in C Minor, for Piooo
and Orchestra (K. 491) and Concerto No. 26, in D Major, for Piano
and Orchestra (K. 537) ("Coronation Concerto"). Robert Casadesus,
pianist, with the Columbia Symphony Orchestra under George
Szell. -Crystal-clear and wonderfully facile Mozart playing. 33 1/3
rpm. Columbia ML-4901.
FREDERIC FRANCOIS CHOPIN. Sonata
No. 2, in B Flat Minor, Op. 35 and
Srmata No . 3, in B Minor, Op. 58.
Alexander Uninsky, pianist.-Unin-

sky is a poet of the piano. 33 1/3
rpm. Epic LC-3056.
Luow1o VAN BEETHOVEN. Twelve
Variations in F Major on "Ein
Maedchen oder Weibchen" (from
Mozart's The Magic Flute), Op. 66;
Seven Variations in E Flat Major
on "Bei Maennern, welche Liebe
fuehlen" (from The Magic Flute);
S0onata No. 2, in G Minor, for
' Cello and Piano, Op. 5, No. 2.
Pablo Casals, 'cellist, and Rudolf
Serkin, pianist. -Recorded at the
Casals Festival at Perpignan. Both
Casals and Serkin are great artists.
I enjoy even the mighty 'cellist's
grunts as he plays these masterpieces with Serkin. 33 1/3 rpm.
Columbia ML-4877.
WILLIAM WALTON. Concerto for Viola
and Orchestra. William Primrose,
violist, with the Royal Philharmonic
Orchestra under Sir Malcolm Sargent. PAUL H 1 N o E M1 T H. Der
Schwanendreher : Concerto for Viola
and Small Orchestra. Primrose with
the Columbia Chamber Orchestra
under John Pritchard. -Primrose
is a great master of the viola. The
two compositions brilliantly recorded - are fascinating. 33 1/3
rpm. Columbia ML-4905.
JoHANNEs BRAHMs . Sonata No. 2, in
A Major, for Violin and Piano, Op.
100 ("Thun"), and F.A.E. Sonata
for Violin and Piano. Isaac Stern,
violinist, and Alexander Zakin,
pianist. -An exemplary performance of the sonata called Thun because Brahms wrote it at that place
and often referred to as the Meis-
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tersinger Sonata because the first
measure appears to quote the Pri;:.e
Song from Richard Wagner's Die
Meistersinger. The F.A.E. Sonata is
the Frei aber einsam Sonata written
in 1853 for Joseph Joachim, the
great violinist. Albrecht Dietrich
wrote the first movement, Schumann composed the Interme;:.;:.o and
the Finale, and Brahms wrote the
third movement. The initials F.A.E.
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stand for Frei aber einsam, which
Joachim had adopter!. as his motto.
33 1/3 rpm. Columbia ML-4913.
CARMEN JoNES. Music by George
Bizet. Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II. From the original sound
track of the CinemaScope film
produced by Otto Preminger. -No,
this isn't sacrilege. It's fine fun.
33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor LM-1881.

SMOKE SCENE
Low, rolling smoke clouds
Low-hanging whisps of midnight
Without moon, without stars.
In the half-light of late dusk
In the half-light of smokey dusk
The blossom-white pear trees
Are grey ghosts
Hovering
Beneath low-rolling smoke clouds.
Grey Ghosts. . .
In the white dawn
They were angels dancing,
Dancing.
-TRUMBULL DRACHLER

THE NEW BOOKS
Unsigned reviews are by the Editors
membership, its all-nations representation at Council meetings, and its
supra-national and supra-racial executive committee membership.
On all levels of Council activity
the voice of Christian people who have
felt the hurt of inhuman and unchristian race ideologies and race relations practices has been and is being
heard. Perhaps this, under God, is the
chief reason why the Council has
made progress in its approach to this

RELIGION
The following three books in the
area of human relatio·ns were reviewed
for this issue of THE CRESSET by
the Rev. Andrew Schulze, Visiting
Lecturer in Religion, Valparaiso University, and Executive Secretary, Lutheran Human Relations Association of
America. The editors of THE CRESSET feel that Pastor Schulze is particularly well qualified to comment on
these books.

ISSUe ,

The man who should best know the
World Council of Churches as well as
this specific issue of the Council is
W. A. Visser 'T Hooft, Executive
Secretary of the Council. He has written a brochure for UNESCO. It is
one of a series of booklets which this
Commission of the UN has produced
on "The Race Question and Modern
Thought."

THE ECUMENICAL MOVEMENT
AND THE RACIAL PROBLEM

By W. A. Visser 'T Hooft (Columbia Press, $ .40)
If there is agreement on any issue
confronting the World Council of
Churches, it is the race issue. This
was very evident at Evanston. What
overall good may result from the
WCC organization for the Church and
the world may not be determined in
this century and possibly never. One
accomplishment of the Council that
is already apparent is not only the degree of unanimity reached by the
Council as to the urgency of the problem but also the clearly defined duty
of the Church to help properly resolve
this problem. A further definite good
for the cause of improved race relations on a global scale is the very
organization itself with its ecumenical

The booklet presents the problem
with its world-wide implications for
the world and the Church. It traces
the problem to its sociological and
moral cause. The author is not only
charitable in his defense of the
Church in its approach to this issue,
but also he is forthright in his presentation of the Church's moral weakness in many areas where it should
give the leadership so desperately
needed in our times.
A large number of pronouncements
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by denominations and church organizations is woven into the text. Areas
of tension, with the spotlight rightly
focused on the United States and
South Africa, are briefly studied together with the Church's involvement
in these areas, what it has done to
help establish a community of peace
and justice, and where it has failed.
One cannot read The Ecumenical
Movement and the Race Problem
without being impressed with the
urgency of the issue for both the
world and the Church. And the
reader who by a personal faith knows
Christ and the power of the Christian
Gospel will be encouraged in reading
the author's conclusion:

.l

"When the Churches are conscious
of their great mission, they have
opportunities for dealing with the
race problem that no other institution has. That my seem to be an
exorbitant claim. But it must be
maintained. For prejudice and antagonism can only be overcome by
a force which strikes even deeper
roots and links men together in
genuine fellowship. . . . Racial conflict is not essentially different from
other forms of human conflict. All
of them are symptoms of that sense
of egotism which characterizes the
human situation. All of them need
to be overcome by the faith that in
Christ men receive the offer of a
security which enables them to treat
their fellowmen as brothers."
RACE MIXTURE

By Harry L.
Press, $ .25)

Shapiro

(Columbia
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That there are innate biological
differences which
distinguish
the
races of mankind, making for racial
superiority on the one hand and inferiority on the other, is a very common "man-in-the-street" viewpoint. It
is assumed by people of the same
viewpoint that race mixture or miscegenation is harmful to human society, having in it the potential of
propagating the inferior. This attitude
quite normally causes race tension
and conflict wherever members of two
racial groups come together.
And since the races of mankind are
closer to each other than they have
ever been in modern history, and
since in many places, especially in the
United States, members of all parent
racial groups are more and more by
choice or necessity living together,
the dissemination of demonstrable
scientific fact is, next to the proclamation of the Christian Gospel as it
applies to human society, of the utmost urgency. The brochure Race
Mixture, penned by a competent anthropologist and couched in semipopular language, supplies these facts.
The basic thought which the author
uses to combat the popular idea that
racial superiority or inferiority are
due to innate biological and psychological factors is this, that culture
which is environmental and neither
biological or psychological is a great
determining factor in the status of
people and races, also of those of race
mixture .
The story of the development of
the culture of the Jamaicans, the
Hawaiians, and especially of the Pitcairn Islanders as presented in this
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brochure will not only prove to be of
interest to the non-professional reader,
but also a source of enlightenment as
well. It is given for the express purpose of showing the iniluence of culture, as an environmental factor, on
the status of people and racial groups.
Under "Final Remarks" the author
says: "There is no reliable documentation that race mixture as a biological process is inevitably a deleterious
one ... Many competent authorities . . .
reject as unjustified the conclusion
that races differ psychologically in a
significant way . .. . The injustice ...
that has been placed on the mixedblood is that he is judged, not as an
individual, an elementary right to
which he is entitled, but as a member
of a group about which there is much
prejudice and little understanding."
And to this final statement the enlightened Christian mind will respond "Yea and Amen."
JEWISH THOUGHT AS A
FACTOR IN CIVILIZATION

By Leon Roth

(Columbia

Press,

$ .40)
The author credits Jewish thought
with the origin of monotheism (he
claims also that Christianity and Islam
have their roots in Jewish thought)
of the doctrine of a personal moral
responsibility toward the Creator, the
importance of man as compared with
"things" in the economy of God, the
necessity of both knowing and doing
what is morally right, and the oneness of the human family, of much
else that is preached from Christian
pulpits (but not always practised),

and also of much to which a large
number of people in a democratic society give lip-service.
We must in honesty agree with a
great deal of what the author claims
for Jewish thought; but the concept
of "Jewish thought" needs to be defined . If we consider "Jewish thought"
as synonymous with Old Testament
teaching, Genesis to Malachi inclusive,
Christian people may well agree.
One must, however, disagree with
the author when he speaks of Christianity as a "daughter" of Judaism,
and again when he says "children
often break with their parents, and
whether in sorrow or in anger, go
their own independent way, and yet
retain for all that, in the very fibres
of their being, their parents' characteristics." For in the setting in which
these words are found, the author
seems to convey the idea that Christianity, though it has some of the basic
concepts of Old Testament teaching,
has nevertheless departed from the
faith of Abraham, Moses, David, and
Isaiah. This is where he errs. The
teaching of Christianity, with Jesus
Christ the Messiah as its center, is the
real Old Testament teaching clarified
and fulfilled. The real and constructive contributions made toward civilization by Christianity embrace those
of the New Testament as well as the
Old Testament.
One must freely admit that down
through the ages many Jews have
made great and notable contributions
to our civilization, and that some of
the greatest philanthropists and scientists of the present century have been
Jews. Further, there is hardly room
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to doubt that they have been motivated at least in part by the Old
Testament Scriptures. Yet admitting
and confessing this fact freely, one
must still remember that the Old
Testament in its teaching about the
one God, the unity of the human
family, the importance of man in the
economy of God, et al, is truly Christian as well as Jewish, or, to be more
specific, has its origin neither in Jew
or Gentile, but in God.
The booklet is one of a series which
is offered to the public on "The Race
Question and Modern Thought."
Whether this brochure is a worthwhile
contribution to this series and toward
social action so greatly needed in our
day for a peaceful co-existence on this
planet of people of all races and all
religions, the reader himself must
judge. But this is certain: prejudice
against Jews, whether they are a
biologically distinguishable group, a
religious community, the adherents of
a certain culture, or a combination of
all of these, is a prejudice with roots
deep-seated and subtle, reaching back
into many centuries of history, and
very evident proof that Christian
people fall far short of the example of
their great teacher St. Paul, a Jew,
and of the perfect example of their
Savior, Himself a Jew.
ALEXANDRIAN CHRISTIANITY, Edited
by Henry Chadwick (Vol. II), and
AQUINAS ON NATURE AND GRACE,
Edited by A. M. Fairweather (Vol.
XI), of THE LIBRARY OF CHRISTIAN
CLASSICS

(Westminster, $5.00 each)
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These two volumes are the seventh
and eighth to appear in this series.
Their six predecessors have already
been reviewed in this journal ( October, 1953, March, 1954, July, 1954),
and what was said in earlier reviews
about the series in general (excellent!)
applies again to its two most recent
additions.
Readers who have encountered Professor Fairweather's r e sea r c he s in
Thomism before (see his The Word as
Truth) will be relieved to know that,
unlike his earlier effort, this present
study succeeds in doing justice to St.
Thomas without feeling constrained to
make unjust and wrong comparisons
with Luther. The selections from the
Summa Theologica are reasonably
representative. The editor's introduction, however, neglects to point out
that the Summa's theological significance lies, not only in its specific
doctrines, but also in its architectonic
scheme as a whole. Fairweather would
have done well in this connection to
at least mention the studies of M. D.
Chenu.
That the Christian churches in
this latter day, especially the western
protestant Christian churches, have
neglected the study of Alexandrian
theology at great cost to their own
theologies, comes home to the reader
with painful clarity as he allows himself to be edified once again by
classics like Clement's Stromateis or
Origen's Exhortation to Martyrdom.
II here and there in the Stromateis the
style seems obscure and even garbled,
the blame lies, I suspect, not so much
with the translator as with Clement
himself. The editor's introduction is
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a splendid aid to understanding not
only the subject matter but also the
history and difficulties of the texts.
THE SOCIAL IDEAS O F THE
NORTHERN EVANGELISTS 1826-1860

By Charles S. Cole, Jr. (Columbia,
$4.25)
"It has been a great thing even for
me to live," wrote the aging Bushnell, symbolizing the zeal and zest for
revival and reform that characterized
American Protestantism in the neglected period from the "age of Jackson"
to the Civil War. This book deals
with that dominant Christian emphasis in the years of America's adolescence, beginning with a well-told if
conventional account of the lives and
revivals of the Finneys, Beechers, and
other evangelists. The more original
contribution is the latter half, dealing
with the ideas and institutions which
occupied them on the social level. The
societies, movements, reforms from
the reaction to Jacksonian democracy,
through temperance and the Sabbatarian drives, to slavery, receive detailed attention.
The author purposes to discuss
these as the "secular" ideas of these
Ieligious figures: the work would have
been more valuable had he related
the sacred to the secular and connected the theological to the social thought
more closely. His sharp separation
makes it harder for him to understand
the "frame of reference" of these men
and contributes to a frequent condescending tone toward figures who
are difficult enough to understand in
our altered world. Despite the limit-

ing and colorless title, the author's
vivid style and broad interest commend this book by no means only to
the church historian or social scientist.
Also in his debt is the general reader
seeking to understand the relations between Christianity and a national
political tradition-and his own role
in this-in our own period of "neoadolescence" as an emergent, often
confused, and still self-defining world
power.
MARTIN E. MARTY

.
•

YANKEES AND GOD

By Chard Powers Smith (Hermitage
House, $6.50)
A critical re-appraisal of our religious heritage is long overdue. So
much emphasis has been placed on
economic and geographic determinism
that we tend to lose sight of the
spiritual and intellectual qualities so
carefully implanted in an alien soil by
the first American settlers.
This study is an attempt to trace
the evolving mind of New England as
its influence spreads over half a continent in the course of four centuries.
It~ theme is the decline of God in
~od e rn life; and its plan of presenta tion is strikingly original as it follows
the World of the Cosmos ( 17th century) into the World of Man (18th
century) , the World of Men (19th
century), and fin ally the World of
Me ( 20th century). The book is
filled with those well-turned provocative phrases that delight the student
of intellectual history, i.e. "In the
South conduct IS directed by an
idealized Code, in New England by
uncodified Idealism."

l

'

JANUARY

Unfortunately the author's intemperance and his unconscious racism
tend to vitiate these merits. To Smith,
all Puritans were good; all those who
disagreed with them were evil. This
includes such misguided souls as
Roger Williams, Thomas Jefferson,
and Ralph Waldo Emerson. The
works of modern critics of Puritanism
will "fade out of serious history" like
other forms of publicity that prey
upon "the more depraved instincts of
humanity." Providentially, there remain today in the United States forty
million "pure Yankees" uncontaminated by foreign admixtures.
The unbiased reader is torn between amusement and dismay that an
idea fundamentally so sound could be
so distorted that it is completely
robbed of validity.
WILLis BoYD
LUTHERAN CYCLOPEDIA

Edited by Erwin L. Lueker (Concordia, $7.50)
Even if this were not the useful
book which it is, its price would be
justified merely by the sheer heft of
its 1,160 pages. What it must have
required of Editor Lueker (who not
only edited all but also wrote many
of the articles himself), simply in
terms of organizational and administrative skills, to get 112 contributors
to deliver articles on 7,550 subjects is
enough to stagger the imagination of
a Methodist bishop or to incite a Sears
Roebuck cataloguer to envy. The
articles concentrate most heavily on
Lutheranism, especially Am e r i c a n
Lutheranism. Beyond this, however,
they range into histories of other
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denominations, world religions, philosophies, theological doctrines and
controversies, hundreds of biographies
of both renowned and obscure men.
Here surely is God's plenty.
It would be unreasonable, or at
least unrealistic, to expect that all the
entries in a reference volume of this
kind be uniformly good or exhaustive.
For example, the excellent articles on
Socrates and Aristotle contrast sharply
with the mediocre little paragraph on
Plato, and the article on Aristotle is
twice as long as the one on his
Christian heir, St. Thomas Aquinas.
There is disproportionately much on
St. Augustine's life and little on his
theology. The article, "Lund, Theology of," concentrates almost solely on
a single Lundensian theologian and
then only on one of his books, and
it neglects the Lundensian researches
in Luther. There are articles on contemporary non-Lutheran theologians
like Brunner and Bultmann but none
on the Lutheran Elert.
The publisher, however, does not
even pretend that this volume says the
full and final word on everything. It
was prepared, the blurb modestly announces, " ... .for practical use especially in the home, church and library." Within this circumscribed but
neglected area, it compares favorably
with most other encyclopedias of religion in English, and it is not an
odious but a fruitful comparison to
note that it is, for the most part, considerably better than the one-volume
works by Matthews and Ferm. The
strongest reason for this superiority is
the book's superior theology.
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CHRISTIAN DEVIATIONS

By Horton Davies
Library, $2.75)

( Philosophical

JEHOVAH'S WITNESSES

By Royston Pike (Philosophical Library, $2.75)

Christian Deviations is subtitled,
"Essays in Defense of the Christian
Faith." The author states that the
following groups, Theosophy, Christian Science, Spiritism, Seventh-Day
Adventism, Jehovah's Witnesses and
Mormonism, represent in greater or
lesser degree the fusion of Christian
and non-Christian elements.
The author defines "Christian" in
the general terms of "the great historic Communions of Christendom,
which accept the Lordship of Jesus
Christ as recorded in the Scriptures
of the Old and New Testaments and
to which the Creeds bear witness."
The author feels that the groups
mentioned above are dangerous distortions and deviations from the historic Christian faith.
Jehovah's Witnesses is a more detailed account of the same approach,
discussing this group under the topics,
"Who They Are," "What They
Teach," and "What They Do."
Both of these small books give a
proper criticism of these groups which
are often falsely classed with historic
Christian denominations.
THE ANCIENT SECRET

By Flavia
$5.00)

Anderson

(Harpers,

An "off-beat" production by an
English lady with a truly mythical

mind. Possessed of a vivid imagination, boundless credulity, and, apparently, an abundance of leisure,
Mrs. Anderson engages in an "historical" investigation of the quest for
the Holy Grail of Arthurian legend.
She discovers that the Grail was not
the chalice which our Lord used in
instituting the Last Supper, but the
sacred object of a Celtic cult of the
sun. The Grail was actually a crystal
ball used as a magnifying glass to concentrate the rays of the sun in order
to ignite the sacred fire. Delightedly
she discovers that this hypothesis not
only makes chivalric legends intelligible, but also reveals the mysteries of
Babylonian, Egyptian, Greek a n d
Roman religions, Mithraism, the Ice'•
landic sagas, Moses and the burning
bush, Adam and Eve and the Fall,
the Urim and Thummim, Noah's ark,
the sea of glass in the Revelation of
St. John, and the Doctrine of the
Trinity. Lady Flavia sees all instances of solar worship, together with
Jewish adaptations thereof, as remarkable intimations of the Person
and Work of Jesus Christ. Unfortunately, her understanding of Him and
His Church savors no more of the
historical than does her remarkable
conjecture that the caverns at Glastonbury were the prototype of Hades in
the religion of the Greeks.

•
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FICTION
JONATHAN BLAIR:
BOUNTY LANDS LAWYER

By William Donohue Ellis (World,
$4.95)
In the early years of the nineteenth
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century, a lawyer on the Ohio frontier
was little more than an object of
cunos1ty and suspicion. But when
galloping inflation threatens to overrun the farmers of this wilderness,
Jonathan Blake ceases to be an oddity
and emerges as the last obstacle between them and the crushing effect
of the United States Bank. He pits
his wit and his wile against the Bank's
genius, Gideon Schaacht, and so dedicated does he become that he dares
to defy John Marshall's Supreme
Court and nearly gets away with it.
Mr. Ellis' story is based upon historical fact and he tells it rather well.
Without minimizing the seriousness of
the financial problems of the time, he
dispels their complexities and thereby
renders them understandable and interesting. The characters have been
given enough faults and weaknesses
to make them believable. They are at
times compromising, thoughtless, selfish and exasperatingly unreasonable.
Only Schaacht is a bit too stereotyped.
(Even his name carries unpleasant
connotations since it is the same, with
the exception of the double vowel, as
that of Hitler's financier.) Although
the author's resolution of the issue
seemed to me to be somewhat artificial, the plot lags only rarely, and
there are a good many exciting climactic sequences. There is a surprising
dearth of sex and obscenity, which
only proves again that a story, to be
good, need not be marinated in pornography. This one should provide anyone with several hours of enjoyable
reading on a cold winter night.
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FIRST-PRIZE STORIES FROM THE
0. HENRY MEMORIAL AWARDS

Introduction by Harry
(Hanover House, $3.95)

Hanson

Devotees of the short story will certainly enjoy this convenient collection
of thirty-four stories produced by
American writers over the years since
1919. This anthology is made up of
the stories which have won the first
prize in the annual 0. Henry Memorial Awards.
To name all the stories would be
foolish, for to name a few of the
authors represented will suffice. A few
of them: Stephen Vincent Benet, Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings, Roark Bradford, James Gould Cozzens, Dorothy
Parker, William Faulkner, Eudora
Welty, Truman Capote and Wilbur
Daniel Steele.
Notable is the introduction provided
by Mr. Hansen. Here is a passage
from it:
"A stor y is never complete on the
printed page ; it gets new life every
time it is absorbed by the reader.
For every story provides a mental
stimulus that acts differently in
every one of us. The author provides the framework, and you and
I, as recipients of the author's confidence, begin building an imaginary
world as soon as we scan the pages.
We all can agree on the substance of
the story we have read, but I'll
wager no two readers of one story
carry in their minds identical pictures of characters and settings.
Reading a story is a solitary diversion, one of the great satisfactions
we are able to possess individually.
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Even when we hear stories read
aloud in a group, we each construct
our own inner gallery of pictures.
As proof of this, observe how far
the illustrations that adorn any
famous story differ from what you
imagined when you were reading
it."
THE HERO OF SAINT ROGER

By Jerrard
$3.50)

Tickell

(Doubleday,

In an attempt to restore the tourist
business on the French Caribbean
island of Saint Roger, Jules LaTour,
the Prefect, and his Chamber of Commerce think up a publicity scheme
which should arouse interest. This
scheme includes a non-existent hero of
World War II and his fiancee. It does
arouse interest, in fact, more interest
than they had counted on. Before the
plan is completed, American, British,
and Russian military services are
deeply involved.
For most of its length this novel is
a good spoof, but, at the end, the
author, J errard Tickel, begins to look
for significance in what he has written. He does not find it, but he does
add a rather maudlin ending that is
out of character with the rest of the
book.

GENERAL
THE APPRENTICESHIP OF ERNEST
HEMINGWAY: THE EARLY YEARS

By Charles A. Fenton
Straus and Young, $5.00)

(Farrar,

To this book's credit be it said that
it was published before announcement

of the recent award of the Nobel
Prize in Literature to a controversial
American author. Like all strong
forces in the world, whether natural
or man-induced, the influence of Hemingway has evoked bitter reproach as
well as servile aping; yet no one will
den y that his narrative skill is as outstanding as his intense naturalism (beyond realism) is sensational. Professor
Fenton's critical insight into the
genesis of this author makes a timely
and welcome book.
Conditioned as we now are b y a
generation of some who consciously or
not have followed H emingway's composition technique, to his readers today there seems but little that is
iconoclastic. Into the comparatively
placid times of the 1920s, however, he
brought something startlingly different,
in style even more than in content. A
careful reading of this book reveals
how this was engendered. The Apprenticeship Of Ernest Hemingway is
a natural invasion of a celebrity's late
adolescence and early manhood years
as a prelude to his later literary output. It helps explain why the popular
nickname "Papa" Hemingway, although he is only 56 years old and
has no children, is in a literary way
very apt.
This book is interestingly informative and is carefully documented. All
of it is based on unpublished letters;
interviews with scores of survivors of
the period; the previously little examined material of H emingway's high
school writings; his journalistic ventures on such newspapers as the
Kansas City Star and the Toronto
Star; and his own subsequent com-

.
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ments on the various episodes and individuals. It moves from Oak Park,
Chicago, and Kansas City to Toronto,
Italy, Paris, Asia Minor, Lausanne,
and the Ruhr. It indicates Hemingway's relationships with Gertrude
Stein, Sherwood Anderson, Morley
Callaghan, L i n c o In Steffens, a n d
others.
Some of the 12 chapters or parts
• thereof at first appeared in slightly
different form in the American Quarterly, the Atlantic, and New World
Writing. The major theme that the
1916 to 1923 apprenticeship established Hemingway's professional principles and habits of writing, supple~ mented by the corollary that he has
continued to impose upon himself a
demanding growth and a rigid discipline, originally was presented as a
dissertation for the degree of Doctor
• of Philosophy at Yale U n i v e r sit y
(where Dr. Fenton is a member of the
English Department).
Worth brief notice here as curiosa
revealed in these pages are the full
form Macnamara for the middle initial M in Hemingway's name, and the
pseudonym John Hadley that was
once in the by-line of the famous
writer's newspaper column.
HERBERT H. UMBACH
AN ALMANAC OF LIBERTY

By William 0. Douglas (Doubleday,

$5.50)
Supreme Court Justice Douglas is
a strange combination of talent and
temperament. Among other things, he
is at once a scholar and an outdoors
man; a rugged individualist and a
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man of social responsibility. During
the past several years he has spent
much time in the far corners of the
earth, climbing mountains, communing
with man and nature. Of the mountains he has climbed and of the men
there met he has written at length.
He turns now from these to something
far removed-yet perhaps not so far
removed-from them and writes of
that which is of more direct and immediate concern-liberty. Retaining
his flair for the unusual, Mr. Douglas
has chosen a format somewhat unfamiliar (except perhaps to farmers)
to most readers. Beginning with the
day of liberty's nativity and continuing for 365 days thereafter (he includes February 29), he has written a
page-length (or shorter) essay on the
beginnings, d e v e 1 o p m e n t, present
status, and the underlying reasons for
these, of our basic freedoms. Much of
the writing is that of the Justice and
some is that of others; much is satisfying and some is disturbing. In any
writing of this kind, chauvinism is
often an unwelcome guest. Mr. Douglas has barred the door well against
the intrusion of this uninvited guest.
One can only speculate on the motivation for a book of this type. From
the bench, Justice Douglas is vocal
and articulate in his denunciation of
anti-libertarian measures that he considers are becoming daily more prevalent. But precious little of that written in the reports of the United States
Supreme Court ever filters down to the
level of the common man. In addition,
the language of the law is almost unintelligible to the layman, and the
lawyer has been notoriously derelict
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in his duty to make it understandable.
Liberty, in our scheme of things, is
elementary and, like so much else that
is elementary, is often relegated to a
forgotten corner of the mind. But to
flourish, liberty's meaning and purpose must be learned and understood;
it must be practiced as well as
preached; and, above all, it must be
safeguarded against unnoticed termitic
undermining. Justice Douglas undoubtedly realizes that knowledge
must precede understanding and that
communication is the conduit of
knowledge. To assume the role of that
conduit is part of the task to which he
has set himself. The Adamses, the
J effersons, and the Franklins are the
names that live in the pages of history.
They sired the cause of liberty, but the
farmers of Massachusetts and New
York and Virginia died to give it
birth. The position of Justice Douglas
and others is akin to that of the
founding fathers. He is trying to reach
the little people in all walks of life
to rekindle in them the spirit of liberty
that lies within-never dead, but often
dormant. His language and his approach are too untechnical and too
imprecise to satisfy the exemplars of
legaldom (this he candidly admits).
But he does not address himself to
them, since they know--or should
know-whereof he speaks. His concern and his interest lies with those
who do not know. He has looked and
he has listened and he is deeply concerned about what he has seen and
heard. That he has written this book
at all is evidence of that concern, but
it is evidence, too, of a faith in the

intelligence, the innate goodness, and
the common sense of Americans.
In a sense, this is a deceptive book.
Hurried reading of the opening pages
will indicate that these essays are both
interesting and instructive. Reflection
will demonstrate that short though
they may be, they have within them

"
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the food for thoughtful meditation.
They require it. They are deserving
of it.
Much within the covers of the book
reflects, of course, the particular
points of view of the author (he is
also candid in admitting this) with •
which many may disagree. But he is to A
be commended, as few can be, for
troubling himself with the problem ...
and, more particularly, for bringing it
to the attention of those who should
be primarily concerned. In the cause
of freedom, Mr. Douglas addresses
himself to everyman and everyman
•
might well pay heed to these words:
"Our freedom is the product of
countless episodes ....No one event
has marked its victory; no one
event, its decline. It has been retained or lost, depending on the
intensity of the efforts continuously to renew it .... Its vigor or decline has often been marked by a
pattern of deeds so small as hardly
to be seen in the mosaic." (July 3)
INDUSTRIAL VOYAGE

By Paul W. Litchfield (Doubleday,
$4.50)
If history is to be documented in
part by biography, autobiography,
and memoirs, it is not unreasonable
to expect t h a t American history
should include accounts of the growth

.
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of its major industrial enterprises, and
of the lives of the men responsible for
them. Business history-usually written
by professional ghost writers with a
public relations motive-tends to be
unrealistic and dull.
In Industrial Voyage, Paul Litchfield tells the story of his life, a true
Horatio Alger story in itself. Born in
Boston in 1875, and growing up in a
family "neither rich nor poor," he
selected Massachusetts Institute of
Technology over Harvard for an education, primarily because it was within walking distance (three miles)
from his home. Graduating as a chemical engineer, he found his way into
the rubber industry practically by default; jobs were scarce in the depression of 1896. When challenges and opportumtJes appeared, he left New
England for Akron, Ohio, a change
which ultimately led to Litchfield's
rise from production superintendent
of a small rubber company to the
presidency of Goodyear Tire and
Rubber Company. As such he was
largely responsible for this firm's
growth to leadership in the rubber
industry.
Although Industrial Voyage is Litchfield's autobiography, it is business
history at its best. Litchfield frankly
discusses the early days of market
sharing and other monopolistic business practices, the company's reorganization by Wall Street bankers after
the crash of 1921, and his philosophy
of improving labor's lot through company unions while resisting outside
union organization in the pre-Wagner
Act days.
Litchfield is convinced that free-
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dom of enterprise made the phenomP.nal industrial progress of the first
half of this century possible. He
argues against big government and
big unions, and stresses the conservative's economic views on causes and
cures of depressions.
Whether one agrees or disagrees
with the author's economic philosophy,
Industrial Voyage holds the reader's
attention with a vivid personal account of the failures and successes of
a man with luck and determination
in a land of freedom and opportunity.

SUSAN B. ANTHONY
By Katharine Anthony (Doubleday,
$6.00)
This biography comes as a chiding
surprise since my previous conception
of the suffragettes was a band of
humorless women who bore a grudge
against men in the name of a cause
that time itself would have won. Instead Miss Anthony emerges as an endearing person who by the age of 30
had directed her life into one channel,
woman suffrage, and then was granted the vigor to pursue it through a
long life. Quakerism seemed to have
shaped her whole life, from her
solemn adoption of the bloomer dress
on principle, even to her immature
response to the aesthetic, typified in
her comment on first viewing Rome,
"One is simply dazed with the wealth
of marble."
In presenting Susan the author also
reveals the spirit of her era, 1820 to
1906. The atmosphere crackles with
free speech and a yearning for a full
complement of the other freedoms.
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This makes heady reading at midTwentieth Century when public censure has so limited those freedoms.
Even the insight into the religious
life of Susan's circle is revealing. Susan
herself was propelled into her work by
her Quaker respect for equality, but
spent little time on religious concerns
in themselves. On the other hand, her
old friend, Elizabeth Cady Stanton,
was left unsettled by St. Paul and
"decided the Bible should be revised
in the light of modern reason and that
her revision should be called the
Woman's Bible."

This biography, detailed enough .;
for a student of the period, is written
•
with a fervor for recreating Susan
that makes it exciting reading. The
author has paid a debt to this spinster
that all women owe her today for
broadening their fields. We somehow
sense her spirit hovering around not
just polling booths, but also over
automatic washers, no-iron nylon,
pretty kitchens and fathers that know "'
how to use diaper pins.
'r
RoBERTA DoNSBACH

~
SONG OF A FALSE SECURITY
Moon in your tresses
Like waves silvern brushed,
To veil a beach,
Our mandolin
Spins soft cocoon
With ballad-thread
Around us. But
Play, dear ...sing, dear;
Hasten louder still,
Above the oboes wafted in
Upon intrusive zephyrs,
From our brothers
Going down ... down
With crimson gulls' far song
Off an opposite bank
Of this, our own
Self-cloistered pond.
-E. W.
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The Lively Trial

jail-keepers and deputies. Enough
e v i d e n c e, circumstantial and
otherwise, was produced to bring
Lively to trial.
In the last few days of November, the jury found him
guilty and Judge Saul I. Rabb,
a Marion county judge, sentenced him to life imprisonment
at the Michigan City, Indiana,
state prison .

Southern Indiana with a climate conducive to the easy and
casual manner has been all agog
the last few weeks.

There has been a murder trial
sensational enough to d r a w
,.. nation-wide attention to the
Hoosier state.
A young country girl was
..., found doubled-up and dead in a
dresser drawer at the Claypool
Hotel, the heart-center of Indi.~
ana politics. A young man with
~
the name of Victor Lively, and
traveling under the unlikely
"f' • alias of Jack O'Shea, was apprehended and brought to trial as
rl the murderer.
t-\
While imprisoned, Lively confessed and "un-confessed" often
-1
enough to provoke some excitet • ment for the usually dull life of

•
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Morons at a Trial
It was not just any old and
ordinary trial. It had sex and gin
in it. Cab drivers had frustrated
Lively, it was alleged, because
they would not line him up with
a girl. The town was "hot," they
just could not afford such practices. In spite of these obstacles,
an unidentified Ruth was in-
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volved m the total picture in
some way.
While working on a research
project at the Marion county
courthouse, I decided that I
could not resist temptation. I
went down to Criminal Court
Division No. 2 to watch the
vaunted due process in action.
Of course I had to stand in
line, for an hour to be specific.
My colleagues in the line were
mostly women from the ages of
forty to sixty.
The conversations were varied
but, I suppose, typical. One lady
remarked, "Just think, it could
have been my boy." Another
lady, obviously more catty, answered, "It's too late to think."
The door-keeper, sitting in a
chair at the door, dropped his
bit of wisdom for the day: "Oh,
these old women, they make me
tired. What kind of gals are
they, ain't they got nothing to do
at home? They must drive their
husbands crazy. I wish they'd
close this old trial to everybody,
everybody. But, gee, anyone gets
mad enough sometimes to do
that sort of thing. You know
what I mean, out on the town,
stranger in town, too much to
drink. You know what I mean
eh?" I still don't know who wa~
to be the other end of that conversation. Everybody I guess.

The door-keeper on the inside of the courtroom with
whom I had initiated a speaking
acquaintainance on previous
trips to the court-house passed
by, nodded, and spoke quickly,
"See those two old gals over
there, they've been at the trial
every day, right from the beginning. They just don't miss.
Usually they sit in the same two
chairs right up in the front
row. One day two other gals
heat 'em to the seats. Those gals
managed to sit right behind
them. To get even, they stuck
one of the women who took
their seats with a pin. The
truth, I tell you. Sometimes I
keep saying to m'sel£, they get
the wrong people on trial."
When the doors opened, I
walked and got pushed in with
all the rest.
The inside door-keeper muttered to himself and I guess to
me as I walked by, "It just goes
to show you, you can't tell who's
the moron nowadays." I wasn't
pleased with that remark.
~

Lively's Cellmate
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Lively's cellmate was brought
to the witness stand for exami- \nation about the accused's al- • t
leged psychological condition
'I
while in jail.
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The prosecuting attorney saw
fit to establish the unreliability
of anything this man might say.
.- He proceeded by dragging from
the witness by a curious questioning process the 1 a w y e r s
__, sometimes use that the cellmate
had been in and out of jail on
•
numerous counts during the last
_. several years. He had been up for
assault, drunkenness, "sass-talk"
..,
to the officers according to the
lt
cellmate's version, and was
presently in the jail for sodomy.

..

...

The defense attorney pointed
• out that, in spite of the cellmate's record, he had never been
put into jail for lying. Thereupon he asked the witness,
"Have you ever been sentenced
for perjury?" The witness replied, "Not yet."
The witness was dismissed.
The court laughed. The inside
door-keeper woke up and asked,
"What did he say, what did he
say?"

The Sick Lady
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During the course of the session, a lady stood up and
walked jauntily to the door. She
wanted to leave.
The inside door-keeper informed her that he had been
given orders to keep everyone in
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the room until the end of the
day's proceedings.
"But," she said, "I've become
ill." She dropped into a chair,
the door-keeper's chair. "If you
don't leave me out of here," she
jawed in a whisper at the keeper
of the keys, ''I'll make a spectacle, I will."
This provoked him to action.
He wrote a note and sent it up
to the judge. The judge smiled
and nodded. The keeper opened
the door. The lady rose briskly
and with a shrug, a muscular
shrug of the shoulders, stepped
like a crescendo into the corridor. The door closed quickly in
the face of the women waiting
anxiously in the corridor.

A Fair Trial
On the surface, the proceedings seemed to be everything but
fair. One's first reaction was:
this is the usual three-ring circus
dulled a little by a lot of legal
and technical jargon that the
layman could not understand.
The attorneys for both sides
contributed to this false impression. The dresser drawer, spotted with blood-together with
many other exhibits from A to
Z-were dramatically submitted
as evidence. On the last day, the
papers reported the prosecuting
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attorney displayed a life-like and
life-size picture of the scene of
the crime. Obviously this was
calculated to dim the eyes of the
jurors.
The defense of course gave the
impression that Lively was a boy
gone wrong, a boy who had
been "blacked out" with gin,
and who was stupefied by an
accentuated sex drive. So it went
from one forensic level to another. Level might even be the
wrong word.
Nevertheless, it was a fair
trial at every twist and turn. An
eminently fair judge, Saul I.
Rabb, kept the defense and the
prosecution to their footnotes
and their rules of evidence. He
praised and castigated both sides
with equal fairness and the Bill
of Rights was in evidence, both
explicitly and implicitly.
I felt much better about the
end of this trial than I did about
the end of the special session of
the Senate which censured Senator Joseph McCarthy of Wisconsin.

c;::.

The Censure Session
The Senate has finally condemned Senator Joe McCarthy.
Let the case rest.

The special session of the _.
Senate, however, revealed another problem for the future.
•
The Republican administration's -.
foreign policy seems to be twoheaded. The America Firsters
..
in the Senate like Jenner, Dirk- ._
sen, and McCarthy suddenly are
demanding (and that's the word) •
that we go to war, that we initi- ""
ate a preventive war. Mean·while, the Eisenhower administration has come up with some •
statesmanlike suggestions.

As long as there is hope of • ~l
peace, you do not kill your
chances of peace by going to
war. As long as your friend or
your relative is still alive-no
matter how infested with cancerous growths and tumors-you
hold out for cures. You just do
not shoot your relative with the
words, "She'll die anyway!"
The President went farther
than that. He suggested that
maybe it behooves all of us to
try to understand the culture
and the way of life of the Russians. We are not forgetting that
Ike is doing the political thing.
He said that the Democrats were
the party of treason and war a
time or two. It behooves him po- ,. J
litically to stay out of war.
Regardless-we like what he
said.
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THE MOTION PICTURE
By

ANNE HANSEN

Ten years ago Marlon Brando
failed in his first screen test. In
large measure, this was because,
as one make-up man expressed it,
"Brando has a nose that drips
down his face like melted ice
cream."
Today the s i t u at ion has
changed-even though the shape
of Mr. Brando's nose has not.
Today any studio would be
proud to have this man's name
on its roster of stars.
Within a four-year period Mr.
Brando has made six outstanding films-films which have artistic merit and, in addition, have
been successful at the box office.
The reason for the change is not
hard to find. Elia Kazan, one of
the finest directors of our day,
expresses the considered opinion
of many screen and stage critics
when he says, "Brando is just the
best actor in the world today."
So much has been said and
written about Mr. Brando in
recent years that it is difficult
to know where truth leaves off
and legend begins. Friends and
foes alike are in complete agreement as to the actor's stature as

an artist. But both seem to be
completely at sea when they attempt to explain Marlon Brando
the man. Slovenly dress, uncouth manners, and a lack of restraint, both in his personal
habits and in his contacts with
those about him, have won for
him the unflattering title The
Slob. Publicity stories about him
have stressed the fact that he is
both unreliable and unpredictable, and it is said that he is
sadly in need of the services of a
psychiatrist. After all, in these
days the psychiatrist is believed
to possess a panacea for all our
ills and all our behavior problems.
Young Mr. Brando himself
does not feel constrained either
to explain or to defend his behavior. In a recent interview
with a reporter for Time magazine he states his convictions in
clear and emphatic terms. Mr.
Brando believes that "conformity breeds mediocrity" and that
he has "every right in the world
to resist the insipid protocol of
tuming my way of life into the
kind of running serial you find
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on bubble gum wrappers." He
insists that "personal freedom
has always been terribly important to me, and I have carried aloofness as a sort of banner
to my sense of freedom."
Although the famous actor's
career began when, at the age of
nineteen, he appeared in the
Broadway hit play I Remember
Mama, he did not attain stardom
on the legitimate stage until
1947, when he created the role
of Stanley Kowalski in Tennessee Williams' dark and tragic
A Streetcar Named Desire.
In 1950 Mr. Brando went to
Hollywood to play the leading
role in Stanley Kramer's deeply
moving play The_ Men. Since
that time he has been starred in
A Streetcar Named Desire, Viva
Zapata!, Julius Caesar, The Wild
One, and On the Waterfront.
Recently he completed work on
Desiree, a film in which he plays
Napoleon and which has not yet
been released.
On the Waterfront (Horizon;
Columbia, Eliza Kazan), which
had its premiere-showing in the
late summer, won three awards
at the Fifteenth International
Film Festival held in Venice in
September, 1954. It was one of
four second-prize winners in the
general competition and, in addition, won special awards from

the Italian Motion P i c t u r e ~ ·
Journalists Association and the
International Catholic Film Of- •
£ice. Executive Suite (M-G-M) _. ,
was the only other U.S. film to
win an award of any kind at the ._
festival. Incidentally, the grand ...._~
prize went to the Italian-British
p r o d u c t i o n of Shakespeare's ~
Romeo and Juliet.
" ~

On the Waterfront presents a
harrowingly graphic account of
labor conditions in the New
York harbor area. Since the film
was made in Hoboken, the settings are authentic. Boris Kaufmann's superb black-and-white
photography has, with striking
effectiveness, captured the ugliness, the pinched poverty, and
the bleak shabbiness of a waterfront tenement district. Budd
Schulberg's script-based on a
series of articles which appeared
in the late New York Sun and
won a Pulitzer Prize for Malcolm
Johnson, the author-has the
force and the simplicity of a documentary until close to the end
of the picture. Then, probably
for the sake of a "smash" finish,
it deteriorates into lurid melodrama. Elia Kazan's direction is
excellent, and Leonard Bernstein's dramatic musical score
admirably supports and points
up the action on the screen.
Each member of the disting-
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uished cast merits warm praise
and wholehearted commendation. Mr. Brando is magnificent
as the naive ex-pugilist who unwittingly leads his best friend
into a murder trap. In his early
films Mr. Brando's diction was
deplorably sloppy-a shortcoming which had been remedied
when he appeared in Julius
Caesar. Karl Malden, Lee Cobb,
and Eva Marie Staint-a newcomer from the field of TV-appear with fine success in leading
supporting roles.
All through my years of moviegoing I have been puzzled and
troubled by audience reaction.
When I saw On the Waterfront,
for instance, the audience guffawed heartily during some of
the most violent and brutal
scenes-scenes which were completely devoid of humor. On the
other hand, High and Dry (Ealing Studios; United Artists, Alexander Mackendrick), a delightful little Scottish comedy, was
received in dour silence. Can it
be that here in the U.S. we have
been so conditioned to actionpacked slapstick comedy that we
no longer appreciate the dry
wit and the subtle humor which
are part and parcel of H igh and
Dry? I hope not. Paul Douglas is
the only American in the fine
cast assembled for High and

1955

67

Dry. He is seen as the important
American airline executive who
is outwitted at every turn by the
droll captain of the puffer
"Maggie." (A puffer, by the
way, is a tiny Scottish freighter.)
Alan Mackenzie portrays the enterprising captain of the "Maggie" with impeccable artistry.

When A Stat· Is Born (CinemaScope, Warners, George Cukor)
had its premiere on Broadway,
the running-time for the film
was a little more than three
hours. By the time it reached a
local theater, thirty minutes had
been trimmed off. But the film
is still too long. Too many ext r a n e o u s song-and-dance sequences-sometimes interpolated
without regard for continuityinterrupt the development of
the story. As a result, the film
loses much of the drive, the
poignancy, and the mounting
pathos which distinguished the
Academy Award-winning production of A Star Is Born, which
was released in 1937.
In spite of shortcomings A
Star Is Born, beautifully mounted in technicolor, is well worth
seeing. Judy Garland's performance as the rising young star is
both sensitive and appealing.
James Mason ably portrays the
tragic husband whose star grows
dim while that of his wife rises.
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He does so with restraint, dignity, and conviction. Jack Carson capably plays the hateridden, revenge-seeking agent.
Charles Bickford is cast as the
picture executive.

White Christmas (Technicolor
Vista Vision, Par amount,
Michael Curtiz) grossed more
than $1,000,000 in less than a
month after its release. This in
spite of the fact that the script
is cut over a stock pattern and
that new songs from the gifted
pen of Irving Berlin do not
measure up to his best efforts.
Old favorites are there, of
course-notably "White Christmas," the phenomenally successful hit written by Mr. Berlin
in 1942 for the popular film
Holiday Inn. Bing Crosby,
Danny Kaye, Vera Ellen, and
Rosemary Clooney are the principals in a fine cast.
Who gets the job? This is the
question in Woman's World
(20th Century-Fox, CinemaScope, Jean Negulesco). Although
the $125,000-a-year job in question will go to the husband, the
answer, in this instance, depends
almost entirely on the qualifications of the little woman. Three
contenders are in the running: a
sweet little homebody, a shapely
siren frankly "on the make,"
and a witty and beau t i £ u l

won1an of the world. I shall not • . .
reveal the identity of the win- •
ner. W o m a n ' s World is big,
glossy, a bit vulgar, stereotyped,
and utterly superficial. The act- ,._
ing is good. Some of the comedy
sequences are amusing. The ,.
technicolor photography is often
breathtaking in its beauty.
,4

"'

Gorgeous is the word for
Beau Brummel (M-G-M, Eastman Color, Curtis Bernhardt),
a $3,000,000 production which •
takes us on a tour of gorgeous ""
sets fashioned in Regency decor.
Just how much of the life story •
of the famous English dandy is
£actual is open to argument. I
should say very little. As played
by Stewart Granger, Beau Brummel is a stalwart and handsome •
clothes horse - nothing more. -.
In fact, the acting in Beau Brumm el-with the exception of Peter tUstinor, as the Prince-is, by and
large, disappointing and mediocre.
The Adventures of Hajji Baba •
11
.(Allied Artists; 20th Century1
Fox, Walter Wanger) has all the ~ i
trimmings of the super-spectacle,
I
with a band of frenzied woman
warriors thrown in for good
measure. To my mind, this is a
waste of time, film, and moneya true instance of much ado !about nothing.
Here are run-of-the-mill re-
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leases: Three Hours to Kill, The
• Black Dakotas, and Fire over
~Africa, all from Columbia; Four
Guns to the Border and Bengal
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Brigade, from Umversal-International; The Human Jungle (Allied Artists) and Drum Beat
(Warners) .

•
THE OFFERING
Time has given much these days;
Accelerated moments into war;
In the impulse for power
The actual becomes the holy hour;
The moment of time
Is useless for pain or sorrow:
Love is but a catchword on our shoulder
Eyes a ghost of someone dead
Face a picture of someone older
Word but a death-knell, still left unsaid.
If an image dies, the hands, the mouth, grow colder
Shall our eyes turn again on the sun?
Shall our image return?

Only a prayer
Pronounced with hungering eyes
Following on steps of sin as it falls along a stair
In a sort of penance for deeds we've done
Denied, or cannot fathom
Delivers-or sin usurps the prayer,
Prayer is gone, unapprehended.
-COURTNEY JOHNSON, JR.

.J

The Cairo Newsboy
every morning he was there
hungry face sharp with wit
white grinning teeth opening
from his intelligent Arab face
I never knew his name
he had newspapers and magazines
carried to the island of Zamalek
over the Buloc Bridge
he walked there every day
the many miles from
his steaming urine-soaked native quarter
whose toilets were the courtyard
I bought an Egyptian movie magazine from him
I couldn't read it
but the girls and men were handsome
and the Arabic script was pretty
and when I had my camera
I took his picture
he posed eagerly
he was unaware
that his galabieh was grey and tired
and hung in torn folds
the hem raveled, edges dirtied
his feet nude and grimed with
dirt from the streets of Cairo
whose buildings raised themselves richly
above the slimy evil of her sidewalks
the urchin came each day from
his monstrous dwelling hole
to sell the news of the day
he couldn't read himself
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and what was news to him
whose only want was bread?
he waited for his picture
how he waited for the picture!
every day
fotografi?
no, not today
and again the next
allo allo fotografi?
no, not yet
he could not understand why it took so long
for did not Americans make miracles?
and when I held it out to him at last
anticipating pleasure
he gazed at it unbelievingly
he looked sadly at me
and turned away
he would not speak to me
his welcome grin was gone away
he never came again
I left him there
staring hopelessly at his image
as though he saw himself
for the first time

-S. E.

LAURILA

We very much regret the late appearance of the December issue. There
is an explanation for it, and a very
adequate one, but it would be much
too long and involved a story to tell
here. Suffice it to say that the trouble
was not with our own staff. Nor do
we expect it to recur.
~

coming the uncritical champion of
the position apparently favored by
most of his readers and advertisers.
We still conceive of the CR£SSET
as a forum. In matters of faith and
morals, we bind ourselves and our "
writers to the authority of the Holy
Scriptures. But beyond that, they are
free to write their
convictions.
And
that is why it is so
gratifying to f i n d
p e o p I e still left ~
here and there in
the world who will -.
re-subscribe a n d
protest in the same
letter. May their
tribe increase!

We had a letter
last month from a
reader who sent in
his renewal with a
note in which he
expressed his strong
disagreement w i t h
our stand on Senator McCarthy. We
v e· r y m u c h ap~
preciated this comWhat do you
bination
renewalthink of the story,
p r o t e s t. What is
"N a t a I i e
and
w r o n g with this
John" ? We acceptcountry, if we may
ed it for publicacoin a phrase, is
tion first of all bethat too many of
PROBLEMS
us are r e a d i n g
cause it affords an
insight into people
t h ose
magazin~s
CONTRIBUTORS
of a tradition very
a n d newspapers
PINAL NOTES
which mirror our
different from that
of our editors and
own thinking and
never exposing ourreaders - p e o p I c
selves to the chalwho have lost their
way and accordingly realize, perlenges of other points of v1ew.
And this has its effects upon magahaps more than most of us, the need
zines. The temptation for an editor
of that something whi ch so many of
us have never been without and have
in this sort of situation is either a)
to avoid controversial matters alnot, therefore, ever trul y appreciated
together and bear down hard on such
- a tie to the living God. Read it
non-controversial themes as motheragain and try to put yourself into
hood, the glory of the Constitution,
the position of Natalie and John.
and the evils of narcotics, or b) to
~
deliver his magazine to one side or the
A very happy new year to all of
other in controversial matters, beyou from all of us.

8ditor~
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